©. * 4 * 
ps Py.) he 
* 


«> 825 1 


Cn i EY 
* - 
if 


Is A & » 


— FT 
* 


— ——— —U—j—äUͤ —ͤ— 2 —U— 


PF 7 7 
1 * be e i 47 * @ 


F O 


1 
4* 


$A Added 


T 


| Printed for Joun. Warns at the Printing- - Office 
| oart Near Lincoln 57 n Fields. 


—— — 2s 40 


1 


land) by Mr. G A With Fifty One Cuts, defign'd by 


Mr. Kent and Mr. Wooume, and Engraved by Mr. Baron, 


Mr. Vandergucht and Mr. FRG Printed for ]. Tonſon 


and J. Watts. 


% 


The TUNES to the SON G 8 in the BEG GAR's 
OPERA Tranſpos'd for the FLUTE. Containin Grice i 
Nine Airs. Printed for John Watts at the FANG” 


Wud- Court near Lincoln' SPE Gields. 


ACHILLES. A. it is Perform'd at the 
Themre-Royal in Covent- Park 2 itten by the late Mr. GAY, 


deceperat Omnes 
a quibus 77 ſumpte fallacia veſtis. Oy. Met. L. * 


Nataram expellas furca licet, aſque recurret. Hor. 


The Second Edition. To which is prefix d the LIFE of 


ACHILLES, extracted from various Authors: With the 
Muſick Prefix d to each Song. Printed for J. Watts. 


[1 


Juft Publifiid, Printed in ORavo, the Second Evtion of 
Fifty one NEW FABLES in Verſe, (Invented for the 
Amuſement of His Highneſs WILLIAM Duke of Cumber- 


ce In 


mm 


— 
by 


2 — 
— 
— 7 Ne. a 7 
1 2 -- — == 
x I... meyer. Oo Rho PR 
r * y 0 ar 9 * 
* 


BLE of the SON G 8. 


ACT I. 


Al R S Through all the Employments of Life. 


2. Tit Woman that ſeduces all Mankind. 
3. If any Wench Venus's Girdle wear. 
- If Lowe the Virgius Heart invade. 
5. A Maid is like the golden Ove. 
6. Virgins are like the fair Flow'r in its Luſtre. 


7. Our Polly is a ſad Slut! nor heeds what we : 
have taught her. 


8. Can Laue be contronl'd by Advice? 
9. O Polly, you. might haue toy'd and hiſt. 


10. J, like a Ship in Storms was toſs. 


11. A Fox may ſteal your Heus, Sir. 
12. 0h, ponder well! be not ſevere. 


13. The Turtle thus with Plainti ve — 
14. Pretty Polly, fay. 


AIR 


15. My Heart was fo free. 


16. Were I laid on Greenland's Ceafs. 
17. O what Pain i is to pars 


18. The Miſer chus 4 Shilling ſees. 


A C * II. 
19. Fill ev ry Glaſs, for Wi ne inſpires 1. 


20. Let us take the Road. 


21. If the Heart of a Man is depreſs with c 


22. Jaurh's the Seaſon made for Foys. 
23. Before the Barn-dvor crewing. 
24. The Gameſters and Lawyers are Nr of 


25. At the Treo I ſpall ſuffer with pleaſure. 
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A IR 26. Man may eſcape from Rope and Gun. p. 34 
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38. Why how now, Madam F irt. e 
309. No Power on Earth can &er divide, e Ol 

40. I like the Fox ſhall grieve. p. 48 
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AIR 41. When young at the Bar you firſt taught me to ſcore. p. 50 


45. What Gudgeons are we Men! p. 56 
6. In the Days of my Youth I could bill [7 * 
, 5 1 5 1 85. ] 7 
47. Tm like à SkifF on the Ocean toſt. 13 
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INTRODUCTION. 


BEGGAR PLATE R. 


Beggar. wx F Poverty be a Title to Poetry, I am ſure No- body 
can diſpute mine. I own my ſelf of the Company 


of Beggars; and I make one at their Weekly Feſti- 


vals at St. Gzle;'s. I have a ſmall Yearly Salary for 


my Catches, and am welcome to a Dinner there whenever 1 


pleaſe, which is more than moſt Poets can ſay. 


Player. As we live by the Muſes, tis but Gratitude in us to 5 
encourage Poetical Merit where- ever we find it. The Muſes, 
contrary to all other Ladies, pay no Diſtinction to Dreſs, and 


never partially miſtake the Pertneſs of Embroidery for Wit, 


nor the Modeſty of Want for Dulneſs. Be the Author who 
he will, we puſh his Play as far as it will go. So (though you 


are in Want) I wiſh you Succeſs heartily. 
Beggar. This Piece I own was originally wri 
brating the Marriage of James Chanter and Moll Lay, two 


molt excellent Ballad-Singers. I have introduc'd the Similes 


that are in all your celebrated Operas: The Swallow, the Meth, 


the Bee, the Ship, the Flower, &c, Beſides, I have a Prifon 
Scene, which the Ladies always reckon charmingly pathetic. 


As to the Parts, I have obſerv'd ſuch a nice Impartiality to our 


two Ladies, that it is impoſſible for either of them to take Of- 


fence. I hope I may be forgiven, that I have not made my 
Opera throughout unnatural, like thoſe in vogue; for I have 


no Recitative: Excepting this, as I have conſented to have nei- 
ther Prologue nor Epilogue, it muſt be alow'd an Opera in all 


its forms. The Piece indeed hath been heretofore frequently 


repreſented by ourſelves in our great Room at St. Gi/es's, ſo 
that I cannot too often acknowledge your Charity in bringing it 


now on the Stage. | | 


Player. But I ſee tis time for us to withdraw ; the Actors 


are preparing to begin. Play away the Oyerture. [ Exeuut. 
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ACT + SCENE L 


8 8 E N E Peachum's Houſe. 


| Peachum FP; tting at 4 Table with a large Book of Arcounts 
. Before him. 


AIR I. An old Woman clothed in Gray, c. 


8 


"(HROUGH all the Euplonarnci of Life Þ 

Each Neighbour abuſes his Brother; 1 

| Whore and Rogue they call Husband and Wife: = 
All Profeſſions be-rogue one another. | 

The Prieſt calls the Lawyer a Cheat, 


| 0 The Lawyer be-knaves the Divine; | 
[: And the Stateſman, becauſe he's ſo great, 
4 Thinks his Trade as honeſt as mine. | 


1 A Lawyer is an honeſt Employment, ſo is mine. Like me too 
| — in a double Capacity, 122 againſt Rogues and for em; >: 
vr 
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Wives. 


& - + 1 BEG GA R's OPERA. Act l. 


for *tis but fitting that we ſhould protect and encoutage Cheats, 
ſiuce we live by them. 2 88 Y 


—— — — 


. 
3 Peachum, Filch. 
Filch. Sir, Black Moll hath ſent word her Tryal comes on in 
the Afternoon, and ſhe hopes you will order Matters ſo as to 
bring her off. J Ee ne on oi ood 
Peach. Why, ſhe may plead her Belly at worſt; to my 
Knowledge ſhe hath taken care of that Security. But as the 
Wench is very active and induſtrious, you may ſatisfy her that 
I'll ſoften the Evidence. VVV 
_ F#ilch. Tom Gags, Sir, is found guilty. 3 
Peach. A lazy Dog! When I took bim the time before, I 
told him what he would come to if he did not mend his Hand. 
This is Death without Reprieve. I may venture to Book him. 
[ writes] For Tom GEagg, forty Pounds. Let Berty Sly know 
that III fave her from Tranſportation, for I can get more by 
her ſtaying in Exgland. 3 25 
Filch. Betty hath brought more Goods into our Lock to-year 
than any five of the Gang; and in truth, *tis a pity to loſe ſo 
_ good a Cuſtomer. ES els „ 
Peach. If none of the Gang take her off, ſhe may, in the 
common courſe of Buſineſs, live a Twelve-month longer. I 
love to let Women ſcape. A good Sportſman always lets the 
Hen Partridges fly, becauſe the breed of the Game depends up- 
on them. Beſides, here the Law allows us no Reward ; there 
is nothing to be got by the Death of Women——except our 


Fileh. Without diſpute, ſhe is a fine Woman! Twas to her 
J was oblig'd for my Education, and (to ſay a bold Word) fhe 
hath train'd up more young Fellows to the Buſineſs than the 
Gaming- table. . CR SIRE. 

Peach. Truly, Filch, thy Obſervation is right. We and the 
n are more beholden to Women than all the Profeſſions / 
belides. „ 


AIR 
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Act I. The BEGGAR's OPERA. 3 
* AIX II. The bonny gray-ey'd Morn, Oe. 
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F ilch. Th Woman that tel all Mankind: 
| By her we firſt were taught the whecdling Ar TE 
Her very Eyes can cheat; when mol? FLY Kind, 
She tricks us of our Money with our Hires. 
For her, like Wolves by night we roam for Prey, 
Aud practiſe ev'ry Fraud to bribe her Charms; 
For Suits of Love, like Law, are won by Pay, 
„ And Beauty muſt be fee d into our Arms. 


Peach. But make haſte to Wewgate; Boy and let my Friends 
know what I intend; for I loye to make them eaſy one Way or. 
Other. 

Filch. When a Gentlemanis long kept in ſuſpence, Penitence 
may break his Spirit ever after. Beſides, Certainty gives a Man 
a good Air upon his Iryal, and makes him riſque another with- 


3 Hut Fear or Scruple. But 111 away, for 'tis a Pleaſure to be 


the nee of Comfort to Friends in ABIGION. 


— 5 
2 » 


EN 2 7 


SCENE III. 


1 


Bat tis now high time to look about me for a decent E xe- 
cution againſt next Sefſions. I hate a lazy Rogue, by whom 


one can get nothing "till he is bang d. A Regiſter of the Gang 
CG 3 | readings 
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4 The BEGGAR's OPERA. Ac l. 


Lreadin J Crook-finger'd Jack. A Year and a half in the Ser- 
vice; i= 


five of them of true Gold. Six dozen of Haadkerchiefs, four 


filver-hilted Swords, half a dozen of Shirts, three T'ye- Peri- 


wigs, and a Piece of Broad Cloth. Conſidering theſe are on- 
1 the Fruits of his leiſure Hours, I don't know a prettier 


Fellow, for no Man alive hath a more engaging Preſence 


of Mind upon the Road. Wat Dreary, alias Brown Will, an 
irregular Dog, who hath an underhand way of diſpoſing of his 


Goods. VI try him only for a Seſſions or two longer upon 

his good Behaviour, Harry Padington, a poor petty-larceny 
Raſca!, without the leaſt Genius; that Fellow, though he were 
to live theſe fix Months, will never come to the Gallows with 
any Credit. Slippery Sam; he goes off the next Seſſions, for 
the Villain hath the Impudence to have views of following his 
Trade as a Taylor, which he calls an honeſt Employment. 
Mat of the Mint; liſted not above a Month ago, a promiſin 
ſturdy Fellow, and diligent in his way; ſomewhat too bold and 
haſty, and may raiſe good Contributions on the Publick, if he 


does not cut himſelf ſhort by Murder. Tom. Tipple, a guzzling 
ſoaking Sot, who is always too drunk to ſtand himſelf, or to 


make others ſtand. A Cart is abſolutely neceſlary- for him. 
Robin of Bagſhot, alias Gorgon, alias Bluff Bob, alias Carbun- 
cle, alias Bob Booty, TY | „„ 


— — 
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8 SE NE IV. 
Peachum, Mrs. Peachum. 
Mrs. Peach. What of Bob Booty, Husband? I hope nothing 


bad hath betided him. You know, my Dear, he's a favourite 
Cuſtomer of mine. Twas he made me a Preſent of this Ring. 
Peach. I have ſet his Name down in the Black-Liſt, that's all, 
my Dear; he ſpends his Life among Women, and as ſoon as 


his Money is gone, one or other of the Ladies will hang him 


tor the Reward, and there's forty Pound loſt to us for-ever. : 
Mrs. Peach. You know, my Dear, I never meddle in matters 
of Death; I always leave thoſe Affairs to you. Women indeed 


are bitter bad Judges in theſe caſes, for they are ſo partial. to 


the Brave that they think every Man handſome who is going to 
the Camp or the Gallows. : ee 


AIR 


t me ſee how much the Stock owes to his Induſtry ; 
one, two, three, four, five Gold Watches, and fever Silver 
ones. A mighty clean-handed Fellow ! Sixteen Snuff-boxes, 
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a We: If any Wench Venus's Girdle wear, 
5 Though ſhe be never ſo ugly 
Lilies and Roſes will quickly appear, 
And her Face look wondrous ſmuggly. 

Beneath the left Ear ſo fit but a Cord, 

(A Rope ſo charming a Zone is!) | : ; 
The Youth in his Cart hath the Air of a Lord, wo 1 
| And we cry, There dies au Adonis 
But really, Husband, you ſhould not be too hard-hearted, for 
you never had a finer, braver ſet of Men than at preſent. We 
have not had a Murder among them all, theſe ſeven Months. 


And truly, my Dear, that is a great Bleſſing. [ 
Peach. What a dickens is the Woman always a whimpring 
about Murder for? No Gentleman is ever look'd upon the | 

_ worſe for killing a Man in his own Defence; and if Buſineſs 1 
cannot be carried on without it, what would you have a Gen- 
tleman do? 7 fo | : 
Mrs. Peach, If I am in the wrong, my Dear, you muſt ex- 
cuſe me, for No-body can help the Frailty of an over-ſcrupu- | 
Idus Conſcience. WR „ 5 5 5 ö 


Peach. Murder is as faſhionable a Crime as a Man can be 
guilty of. How many fine Gentlemen have we in Newgate 
every Year, purely upon that Article! If they have wherewith- 
al to perſuade the Jury to bring it in Manſlaughter, what are 
they the worſe for it? So, my Dear, have done upon this Subject. ; 
Was Captain Macheath here this Morning, for the Bank-notes ; 
he left with you laſt Week? 3 ; 
Mrs. Peach. Yes, my Dear ; and though the Bank hath ſtopt ; 
Payment, he was ſo chearful and ſo agreeable! Sure there is = 
not 3 finer Gentleman upon the Road than the Captain! If he 
6. comes 
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comes from Bag foot at any reaſonable Hour he hath promis'd 
to make one this Evening with Polly and me and Bob Booty, 
at a Party of x ond wy Pray, my Dear, is the Captain rich? 
| Peach. The Captain keeps too good Company ever to grow 


rich. Mary- bone and the Chocolate-houſes are his undoing. 
The Man that propoſes to get Money by Play ſhould have the 
3 of a fine Gentleman, and be train'd up to it from his 

outh 

Mrs. Peach. Really, I am ſorry upon Polly's Account the 
Captain hath not more Diſcretion. What buſineſs hath he to 
keep Company with Lords and Gentlemen? he ſhould leave 
them to prey upon one another. 

Peach. Upon Polly's Account! What, a Plague, does the 


Woman mean?---- Upon Polly's Account! 


Mrs. Peach. Captain Macheath is very fond of the Girl. 
Peach. And what then? 


Mrs. Peach. If I have any Skill in the Ways of Women, I 


am ſure P-//y thinks him a very pretty Man. 


Peach. And what then? You would not be ſo mad to have 


the Wench marry him! Gameſters and Highwaymen are gene- 
Wi. very good to their Whores, but they are very Devils to their I 


2 


Ives. 

Mrs. Peach. Bat if Pully ſhould be in love, how ſhould we 
help her, or how can ſhe help herſelf? Poor rl, I am in the 
utmoſt Concern about her. 


AIR IV. Why is your faithful Slave diſdain'd? 5 
Ns M: i ®. 1 1 | 
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F Love the Virgin s Heart invade, | 
How, like a Moth, the fimple Maid, 
Still plays about the Flame! 
If ſoon ſhe be not made a Wife, 
Her Honours fing'd, and then for Life, 
She. what ] dare net name. 
Peach. 


B79 ernie 
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Peach. Look ye, Wife. A handſome Wench: in our way 


of Buſineſs is as profitable as at the Bar of a Temple Coffee- 
Houſe, who looks upon it as her Livelihood to grant every Li- 
; boy but one. You fee 1 would indulge the Girl as far as 
- prude 


ntly we can. In any thing, but Marriage! After that, my 
Dear, how ſhall we be ſafe? Are we not then in her Husband's 


Power? For a Husband hath the abſolute Power over all a 


Wife's Secrets but her own. If the Girl had the Diſcretion of 
a Court Lady, who can have a dozen young Fellows at her Ear 
without complying with one, I ſhould not matter it ; but Polly 


is Tinder, and a Spark will at once ſet her on a Flame. Mar- 


ried! If the Wench does not know her own Profit, ſure ſhe 
knows her own Pleaſure better than to make herſelf a Proper- 
ty! My Daughter to me ſhould be, like a Court Lady to a Mi- 


niſter of State, a Key to the whole Gang. Married! If the Af- 
fair is not already done, P11 terrify her from it, by the Example 


of our Neighbours. i 5 N 
Mrs. Peach. May-hap, my Dear, you may injure the Girl. 
She loves to imitate the fine Ladies, and ſhe may only allow the 
Captain Liberties in the View of Intereſt. 


Peach. But *tis your Duty, my Dear, to warn the Girl againſt 


her Ruin, and to inſtruct her how to make the moſt of her 
Beauty. I'll go to her this moment, and fift her. In the mean 


time, Wite, rip out the Coronets and Marks of theſe dozen of 


Cambric Handkerchiefs, for I can diſpoſe of them this Afternoon 
to a Chap in the City. | | Tt ON 


2 
— 


8 CEN E V. 
Mrs. Peachum. . 


— 


Never was a Man more out of the way in an Argument 


than my Husband! Why mult our Polly, forſooth, differ from 


her Sex, and love only her Husband? And why mult 1 4 | 


Marriage, contrary to all Obſervation, make her the leſs fol 
lowed by other Men? All Men are Thieves in Love, and like 
a Woman the better for being another's Property. 
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8 
AIR V. Of all the fi e Things we do, &c. 9 


2 
ww 
Con 1 


A Maid is like the golden Oar, 
Which hath Guineas intrinſical in't, 
M boſe Worth is never known, before 
It is try'd and impreſt in the Mint. 
A Wife's like a Guinea in Gola, 
Stampt with the Name of her Spouſe; 
Now here, now there; is bought, or is fold; 
And is current in every Heaſe, 


ep CT, 
Mrs. Peachum, Filch. 


Mrs. Peach. Come hither, Filch. I am as fond of this Child, 
as though my Mind. miſgave me he were my own. He 
hath as fine a Hand! at picking a Pocket as a Woman, and 
is as nimble-finger'd as a Jug bre If an unlucky Seſſion 

does not cut the Rope of thy Life, I pronounce, Boy, thou 


ys wilt be a great Man in Hiſtory. Where was your Poſt laſt 


W * my Boy? 
ilch. I ply'd at the Opera, Madam; and confi idering 'twas 


fas | 1 neither dark nor rainy, ſo that there was no great Hurry i in get= 
Ts ting Chairs and Coaches, 


made a tolerable hand on't. Thefe 


ſeven Handkerchiefs, Madam. 5 
Mrs. Peach. Colour'd ones, I fee. They are of ſure Sale 4 
from our Ware-houſe at Red ri among the Seamen. » 
FHilch, And this Snuft-box. 
Mrs. Peach. Set in Gold! A pretty Encouragement this to 


a young aner. 


Eikb, 
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Y Filth. I had a fair tug at a charming Gold Watch. Pox take 
the Taylors for making the Fobs ſo deep and narrow! It ſtuck 


F by the way, and I was forc'd to make my Eſcape under a 
Coach. Really, Madam, I fear I ſhall be cut off in the Flower 


; of my Youth, ſo that every now and then (ſince I was pumpt) 
* -— 'T have thoughts of taking up and going to Sea. 
MI. Peach. You ſhoud go to Hockley in the Hole, and to 
= | Maryboxe, Child, to learn Valour. Thefe are the Schools that 
* _ have bred ſo many brave Men. I thought, Boy, by this time; 
thou hadſt loſt Fear as well as Shame. Poor Lad! how little 
does he know as yet of the OA. Baily! For the firſt Fat I'll | 
= Inſure thee from being hang'd ; and going to Sea, Filch, will 'v 
2 come time enough upon a Sentence of Tranſportation. But lk 
now, ſince you have nothing better to do, ev'n go to your b; 
Book, and learn your Catechiſm ; for really a Man makes but F 
an ill Figure in the Ordinary's- Paper, who cannot give a ſa- F 
tisfactory Anſwer to his Queſtions. But, hark you, my Lad. i 
Don't tell me a Lye ; for you know | hate 4 Lyar. Do you | 
know of any thing that hath paſt between Captain /Hacheath and 1 
... ß 8 . þ 
F.Tileb. I beg you, Madam, don't ask me; for I muſt either \ 
tell a Lye to you or to Miſs Polly; for I promis'd her I woutd 1 
»ũ!s l oy ons by To 5 hy 
| Mrs: Peach. But when the Honour of our Family is con- 9 
— cdeberrn'd— | RF | 3 | þ 
© _ Filch. | ſhall lead a fad Life with Miſs Polly, if ever ſne | 
come to know that I told you. Beſides, I would not willing- 
ly forfeit my own Honour by berraying any body. 
Mrs. Peach. Yonder comes my Husband and Polly. Come, 
d. F#ilch, you ſhall go with me into my own Room, and tell me 
He te whole Story. Pl! give thee a Glaſs of a moſt delicious Cor- 
nd  Sial that I keep for my own drinking. as 
ou N 8 eq . 5 " — — ee ens ” | | | 205 i 
=} SCENE VII. * 
ret- , Polly. I know as well as any of the fine Ladies how to make 
cfe the moſt of my ſelf and of my Man too. A Woman knows 
how to be mercenary; though ſhe hath never been in a Court or 


ale at an Aſſembly. We have it in our Natures, Papa. If I allow. 
© Captain Macheath ſome trifling Liberties, I have this Watch and 4 ö 
Sther viſible Marks of his Favour to ſhow for it. A Girl who j 
to cannot grant ſome Things, and refuſe what is moſt material, | 
will make but a poor hand of her Beauty, and ſoon be thtowu | 
| 


is | upon the Common. a Ip AIR 
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AIR VI. What ſhall I do to ſhow how much 
Ke 1 love her, Se. 
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| There fades, and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring, 3 


Peach. You know, Polly, I am not againſt your toying and 
trifling with a Cuſtomer in the way of Buſineſs, or to get out a 
Secret, or fo. But if I find out that you have play'd the fool 
and are married, you Jade you, I'll cut your Throat, Huſſy. 
Now you know my Mind. 7; 


l 
Virgins are like the fair Flower in its Luſtre, 

Which in the Garden enamels the Ground; 1 
Near it the Bees in Play futter and cluſter, 5 
And gaudy Butterflies frolick around. 1 
But, when once pluchd, tis no longer alluring, 


To Covent-Garden ig ſent, (as yet ſweet) 


Rots, ſtinks, and ates, and is trod ander feet. 
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SCENE VIII. 
Peachum, Polly, Mrs. Peachum. 

AIR VII. Oh London is a fine Town. 
. 1 
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Mrs. Peachum, ia @ very great Paſſion. 

Ou Polly is 4 ſad Slut ! nor heeds what we have taught her. 
I wonder any Man alive will ever rear a Daughter! | 

Fur ſhe muſt have both Hoods aud * and 3 70 ſwell | 

her Pride, 

With Scarf; and Stays, and Gloves and Lace: ; and he will have 
1 Mien beſide, © 
Aud when ſhe's dreſt with Care and Cot, all-rempting, fig : 

and gay, 

| As Men ſpeuld ſerve a Cucumber, /he flings berſelf _ 
* Dur Polly is a ſad Slut, &kc. 


You Baggage! you Huſſy! you inconſi derate Jade ! had _ 
been hang'd, it would not have vex'd me, for that might have 
been your Misfortune ; but to do ſuch a mad thing by Choice! 
The Wench is married, Husband. 
Peach. Married! The Captain is a bold Man, and will riſque 
F any thing for Money; to be ſure he believes her a Fortune. Do 
you think your Mother and I ſhould have liv'd comfortably fo _ 
long together, if ever we had been married? Baggage! 
Mrs. Peach. I knew ſhe was always a proud Slat; and now 
the Wench hath play'd the Fool and married, becauſe} forſooth 
the would do like the Gentry. Can you ſupport the Expence 
+ of a Husband, Huſſy, in gaming, drinking and whoring? have 
yon Money enough to Carty on the daily Quarrels of Man aud 
Wife about who thall ſquander moſt? There ate not many 
: Housbands and Wives, who can bear the Charges of plaguiug 
one another in a handſome way. If you muſt be married, could 
| u introduce no-body into our Family but a Highwayman 2 
Why, thou fooliſh Jade, thou wilt be as ili-us'd, and as much 


Aueglecded, as if thou hail married a Lord! | 
1 D 2 | Peach. 


12 The BEGGAR's OPERA. Act. 
Peach. Let not your Anger, my Dear, break through the 
Rules of Decency, for the Captain looks upon himſelf in the 
Military Capacity, as a Gentleman by his Profeſſion. Beſiddes 
what he hath already, I know he is in a fair way of getting, or 
of dying; and both theſe ways, let me tell you, are moſt ex- | 
_— Chances for a Wife. Tell me, Huſſy, are you ruin'd 1 
or no? 5 | he 
Mrs. Peach. With Polly's Fortune, ſhe might very well have _ 
gone off to a Perſon of Diſtinction. Yes, that you might, yon 
ponting Slut! i 5 | | | 1 
Peach. What, is the Wench dumb? Speak, or I'll make you | 
plead by ſqueezing out an Anſwer from you. Are you really + 
bound Wife to him, or are you only upon liking? | Pinches her. 
Polly. Oh! Lo oh [ Screaming. 
Mrs. Peach. How the Mother is to be pitied who hath 9s, | 
ſome Daughters! Locks, Bolts, Bars, and Lectures of Mora- 
lity are nothing to them: They break through them all. They 
have as much Pleaſure in cheating a Father and Mother, as in 
M cheating at Cards. 3 4 8 
| Peach. Why, Polly, I ſhall ſoon know if you are married, 


ö n „ 8 1 
: 1 n r s * - Wag ® 


Polly. Can Love be controuPd by Advice? ; 
Vill Cupid our Mothers obey? t 
Though my Heart were as frozen as Ice, bi 


At bis Flame *twould have melted away, 
When he kiſt me ſo cloſely he preſt, 

"Twas ſo ſweet that I muſt have comply'd : 
So I thought it both ſafeſt and beſt 

To marry, for fear you ſhould chide. * 

| | Mrs. 
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Act I. The BEGGAR's OPERA. 13 
Mrs. Peach. Then all the Hopes of our Family are gone for 


ever and ever 


Peach. And Macheath may hang his Father and Mother-in- 


Law, in hope to get into their Daughter” s Fortune. 


Polly. I did not marry him (as tis the Faſhion) coolly and de- ol 


liberately for Honour or Money. But, I love him. 


Mrs. Peach. Love him! worſe and worſe ! I thought the 
Girl had been better bred. Oh Husband, Husband ! her P olly 


makes me mad! my Head * Pm diſtracted! I can't ſup- 


port myſelf--- Oh ! [ Faints. 
Peach. See, Wench, to what a Condition you have reduc'd 


your poor Mother! a Glaſs of Cordial, this latent. How the 


poor Woman takes it to Heart! 


[Polly goes out, and returns wich it. 
Ah, Huſſy, now this is the only Comfort your Mother has 


Polly. Give her another Glaſs, Sir; my Mama drinks dou- 


ble the Quantity whenever ſhe is out of Order. This, you ſee, 
fetches her. 


Mrs. Peach. The Girl hows ſuch a Readineſs, and ſo much 


Concern, that I could almoſt find in my Heart to forgive her. 


AIR IX. O Fewny, O Jenny, where haſt thou been. 


0 Polly, yon might = toy d and kift. 
By keeping Men off, you keep them on. 
Polly. But he ſo teaz d me, 
And he ſo pleas'd me, 
| What I did, you muſt have done. 


Mrs. Peach. Not with a Highwayman. —— Vou ſorty Slut! 


Peach. A Word with you, Wife. Tis no new thing for 2 


Wench to take Man without conſent of Parents. You know 
tis the Frailty of Woman, my Dear. 

Mes. Peach. Les, indeed, hs Sex is frail. But the Grſt time 
a Woman is frail, ſhe ſhould be ſomewhat nice methinks, for 
then or never is the time to make her Fortune. After that, 


the hath nothing to do but to guard herſelf from being: found 
out, and ſhe may do what ſhe pleaſes. 


D 3. Peach. 


had till then, 
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Pike, Make your ſelf a little eaſy ; I have a Thought ſhall 
ſoon ſet all Matters again to rights. Why ſo melancholy, Pol- 


ly? ſince what is done cannot be . 8 we mult all endea- 


your to make the beſt of it. 


Mes. Peach. Well, Polly; as far as one Woman can forgive 


another, I torgive hee. Your Father is too fond of you, 


Hully. 
Polly Then all my Sorrows are at an end. 


Mrs. Peach. A mighty likely Speech in troth, for a | Wench 


_ who is juſt married: * 


AI R X. Thomas 1 cannot. 0 


N I, like a Ship in Storms, was toft ; ET, 
Tet afraid to put in to Land; N 
For ſeix'd in the Port the Veſſel ft, 
Il boſe Treaſure is contreband. 
| The Wares are laid, 
My Duty's paid, 
0 Joy beyond Expreſſun! 


$ 


Thrs, ſaſe a-ſhore, 
I EY 70 more, 


My All +: in my Poſſeſſion. 
Peach. I hear Cuſtomers in Yother Room; Go, talk with 


'em, Polly; but crime to us again, as foon as the y are gone.---= 


But, heark ye, Child, it *tis the Gentleman who was here Ye- 


| fterday about the Repeating- Watch; ſay, you believe we can't 
ger [:telligence of it, till to- -morrow. For | lent it to S 


Stradale, to make a Figure with it to-uight at a Tavern in Dru 
ry-Lane. li Vother Gentleman calls for the Silver-hilted Sword; 

you know Beetle-biow'd Jemmy hath it on, and he doth net 
come from Tus cg till Tacſday Night; fo that it cannot be 
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SCENE IX. 
Peachum, Mrs. Peachum. = 

Peach. Dear Wife, be a little pacified. Don't let your Paſ- 
ſion run away with your Senſes. Polly, I grant you, hath done 
a raſh thing. 

Mcs. Peach. If ſhe had had only an Intrigue with the Fel- 
low, why the very beſt Families have excus'd and huddled up a 
8 railty of that fort, "Tis Marriage, Husband, that makes it a 
Blemiſh, 

Peach. But Money, Wife, is the true Fuller's Earth for Re- 
putations, there is not a Spot or a Stain but what it can take 
out. A rich Rogue now-a-days is fit Compauy for any Gen- 
tleman; and the World, my Dear, hath not ſuch a Contempt 


: for Roguery as you imagine. I tell you, Wite, can make this 
Match turn to our Advantage. 


Mrs. Peach. | am very ſenſible, Husband, that Captain Mar. 
heath is worth Money, but I am in doubt whether he hath not 
two or three Wives already, and then if he ſhould dye in a 
Seflion or two, Paih's Dower would come into Diſpute. 

Peach. Thar, inceer, is a Point which ought to be conſider d. 


A IR Xl. A Soldier and a Sailor. 
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A Fox may ſteal yur Heut, Sir, 
25 A Whore yoar Health aud Pence, Str, 


Your Daughter rob your Cheſi, Sir, 

Your Wife may ſteal your Reſt, Sir, 

A Thief your Goods and Plate. 5 
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"Pibch. Make your ſelf a little eaſy ; I have a Thought ſhall 


Yoon ſet all Matters again to rights. Why ſo melancholy, Pol- 


ly? ſince what is done cannot be — we muſt all endea- 
your to make the beſt of it. 


Mes. Peach. Well, Polly; as far as one Woman can forgive 


another, I forgive hee. Your Father is too > fond of you, 


Huſſy. 
Polly. Then all my Sorrows are at an end. 


Mrs. Peach. A mighty likely Speech in troth, for a Weich 


who is juſt married 8 
A I . e I cannot. exe. ; 
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Fer: I, like a Ship in Storms, was 20ſt; 5 
Tet afraid to put in to Land; — 
For ſeix'd in the Port the V. fe eb; lift, 
Whoſe Treaſure is contreband. | 
The Waves are laid, 
My Duty's paid. 
O Joy beyond Expreſſion! 
' Thus, ſaſe aſhore, = 
+ 4 = z0 more, 


My Ali : 4518 my Poſſeſſun. | 
Peach. [ hear Cuſtomers in t'other Room; Go, talk with 


dem, Polly; but come to us again, as foon as the; are gone. 


But, heark ye, Child, it *tis the Gentleman who was here Ve- 


ſterdday about the Repeating- Watch; ſay, you believe we can't . 


ger L1telligence of it, till to- -.morrow. For I lent it to SA 
Stradale, to make a Figure with it to-night at a Tavern in Dru 
ry-Lane. li t'other Gentleman calls for the Silver-hilted Sword; 

you know Beetle-biow'd Jemmy hath it on, and he doth net 


come from Tena till 7; neſeay Ni Sat; fo that it cannot be 


had till then. 
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SCENE IX. 
Peachum, Mrs. Peachum. 

Peach. Dear Wife, be a little pacified. Don't let your Paſ- 
fion run away with your Senſes. Polly, I grant you, hath done 


a raſh thing. | | | 
Mes. Peach. If ſhe had had only an Intrigue with the Fel- 


low, why the very beſt Families have excus'd and huddled up a 


Frailty of that fort. *T'is Marriage, Husband, that makes it a 
Blemiſh, 1 


Peach. But Money, Wife, is the true Fuller's Earth for Re- 


putations, there is not a Spot or a Stain but what it can take 
out. A rich Rogue now-a-days is fit Company for any Gen- 
tleman; and the World, my Dear, hath not ſuch a Contempt 
for Roguery as you imagine. I tell you, Wife, 1 can make this 


Match turn to our Advantage. . ET pa 
Mrs. Peach. I am very ſenſible, Husband, that Captain Mac- 


heath is worth Money, but I am in doubt whether he hath not 


two or three Wives already, and then if he ſhould dye in a 
Seſſion or two, Poih's Dower would come into Diſpute. = 
Peach. That, inceed, is a Point which ought to be conlider's, 


AIR XI. A Soldier and a Satlor. 
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A Whore your Health and Pence, Sir, 
Your Danghter rob your Cheſt, Sir, 
Toar Wife may ſteal your Reſt, Sir, 
A Thief your Goods and Plate. | 
ED D 4 I 7 


— 
[| - 6 0 8 EG GAR : OPERA. aa 14 
; | | | ws Bp this 1s all but picking, 9 5 9 
With Keſt, Pence, Cheſt and * 1 
[i It ever was decreed, Sir, 8 = 
[| 5 if Lauper“ $ Hand i 15 fee d, Sir, | 30 
(| He ſteals your whole Ejtape. 1 i 
|; | 5 
} The Lawyers are bitter Enemies to thoſe i in our Way. They 
1 don't care that any Body mould get a Glandeſtine Livelihoo 
i but themſelves. 
| 7 — 
| SCENE X. : 
| _ Mrs. Peachum, Peachum, Polly. 
Polly. 'T'was only Nimming Ned. He brought in a Dathask g 
Window Curtain, a Hoop- Petticoat, a Pair of Silver Candle- _ 
ſticks, a Periwig, and one Silk W from the Fire that f 
happen'd laſt Night. . 
Peach. Thete is not a Fellow that i is cleverer in his way, and i= M 


| ſaves more Goods out of the Fire than Ned. But now, Polly, 


to your Affair; for Matters muſt not be left as * are. You 
Z are married then, it ſeems? 


o 
Peach. And how do you propoſe to live, Child? 1 
Polly. Like other Women, Sir, upon the Induſtry of my 
Husband. | 
Mrs. Peach. What, is the Wench turn'd Fool? A Higbway- 
man's Wife, like a Soldier s, hath as little of his Pay, as of his 
Company. 
Peach. And had not you the common Views of a Gentle wo- 
man in your Marriage, Polly ? 
Polly. I don't know what you mean, Sir. 
Peach, Of a Jointure, and of being a Widow. 
| Polly. But I love him, Sir: how then could I have Thoughts : 
of parting with him? © ' y 
Peach. Parting with him Why, that 1s the whole Scheme 5 
and Intention or all Marriage Articles. The comſortable E- 
ſtate of Widow-hood, is the only Hope that keeps up a Wife's 
Spirits, Where is the Woman who would fcrupte to be a 
Witte, if ſhe had it in her Power to be a Widow whenever the 
Pleas'd ? If you have any Views of this ſort, Polly, I thall think 
the Match not ſo very unreaſnnable. 
Polly. How I dread to hear your per Let I muſt beg you 
£0 explain yourſelt.. . 0 Peach. 
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Peach. Secure what he hath got, have him peach'd the next 
Seſſions, and then at once you are made a rich Widow. 
Polly. What, murder the Man I love! The Blood runs cold 
at my Heart with the very Thought of it. . 
Peach. Fye, Polly! What hath Murder to do in the Affair? 
Since the thing ſooner or later muſt happen, I dare ſay, the 
Captain himſelf would like that we ſhould get the Reward for 
his Death ſooner than a Stranger. Why, Polly, the Captain 
knows, that as tis his Employment to rob, ſo 'tis ours to take 
| Robbers; every Man in his Buſineſs. So that there is no Ma- 
lice in the Caſe, VF . 
MMts. Peach. Ay, Husband, now you have nick'd the Mat- 
ter. To have him peach'd is the only thing could ever make 
me forgive her. 5 e 


Fp. OR ; 


AIR : XII. Now ponder well, ye Parents dear. 


q 

1 Polly. 0h, ponder well! be not ſevere ; 

: So ſave a wretched Wife! 

7 For on the Rope that hangs my Dear 

* Depends poor Polly's Liſe. 

[ Mrs. Peach. But your Duty to your Parents, Huſſy, obliges 
: you to hang him. What would many a Wife give for ſuch an 
. Opportunit/ „ „ e 
15 - Polly. What is a Jointure, what is Widow-hood to me? 

: now my Heart, I cannot ſurvive him. 
| AIR 
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The BEGGAR' 8 OPERA. Act I. 
AIR XIII. Le printemps rappelle aux armes. 


The Turtle thus with þlaintive cry ing, 
Her Lover dying, 
The Turtle thus with plaintive cry tg, 
Laments her Dove. 


Down Jae arops quite ſpent with fighing, | 
Pair'd i it Death, as pair'd i in Love. © 


Thus, Sir, it will happen to your poor Polly. 
Mrs. Peach. What, is the Fool in Love in earneft then? J 


hate thee for being particular : Why, Wench, thou art a Shame 


to thy very Sex. 
Polly. But hear me, Mother. — If you ever Jov'd — 


Mrs. Peach. Thoſe curſed Play-books ſhe reads have been 


her Ruin. One Word more, Huſſy, and I ſhall knock your 


Brains out, if you have any. 


Peach Keep out of the way, Pally, for fear of Miſchief, and | 
conſider of what is propos'd to you. 


Mrs. Peach. e Huſſy. Hang your Husband, ad be 
dutiful. 


SE N E XI. 
Ars. Pcachum, Peachum, | 


| [Polly EB: ning. 
Mrs. Peach. The Thing, Husbang, muſt and ſhall be dont. 


For the take of Intelligence we ruſt take other Meaſures, and 

have him peach'd the next Seſſion without her Conſent. If the 

will not know her Duty, we know ours. 
8 


Peach. 


Act I. The BEG@AR's OPERA. 195 
Peach. But really, my Dear, it grieves one's Heart to take 
off a great Man. When I conlider his Perſonal Bravery, his 
fine Stratagem, how much we have already gut by hin, and 
how much more we may get, methinks.I can't find in my 
Heart to have 3 Hand in his Death, I wiſh you could have 
made Polly undertake it. 1 
Mrs. Peach. But in a Caſe of Neceſſity — our dn Lives 


are in canger. | 

Peach. Then, indeed, we muſt comply with the Cuſtoms of 

the World, and make Gratitude give way to Intereſt. He 
%%% ms Eos : | 
Mrs. Peach. I'll undertake to manage Polly. 6 
Peach. And Vil prepare Matters for the Cla-Baily | 
SCENE XII. | 
Polly. 8 N 
N Now Pm a Wretch, indeed. —— Methinks I ſee him 


already in the Cart, ſweeter and more lovely than the Noſegay 

in his Hand! — Thear the Crowd extolling his Reſolution and 

| Intrepidity ! — What Vollies of Sighs are ſent from the Win- 
dows of Holborn, that fo comely a Youth thou'd be brought to 
diſgrace! I lee him at the Tree! The Whole Circle are in 

Tears! — even Butchers weep! — Zack Ketch himſelf hefitates 
do perfotm his Duty, and would be glad to loſe his Fee, by a2 

|; Reprieve. What then will become of Polly! — As yet I may 

inform him of their Deſign, and aid him in his Eſcape. 8 

5 ſhall be ſo.— But then he flies, ablents himſelf. and I bar m | 

| ſelf from his dear dear Converſation! That too will diſtract © 
me. — [f he keep out of the way, my Papa and Mama may 
in time relevt, and we may be happy. —- If he ſtays he is hang'd, 


k and then he is loſt for ever! — He intended to lye conceai'd in 
5 my Room, ill the Dusk of the Evening: If try are abroad 
* Ill this Inſtant let him out, left tome Accident ſhuuid prevent 
> him. I (Exit, and returns, 
z 7.20» 
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SCENE XIII. 
Polly, Macheach. 
AIR XIV, Pretty Parrot, fay — 


6 wane. Ame.” * 
oo eo > 8 ; 
= * — 


He 
* 5 1 , 
* 9 4 * 
— — & 32 —_ 
. * . 


Mach. Pretiy Polly, ſay, 
Ss When I was away, 
Did your Fancy never ſtray 
Do ſome neuer Lover? 
Polly. Without Diſguiſe, 
| Heaving Sighs, 
105  Doating Eyes, 
My conſtant Heart diſcover, 
2:2. Foudly let me boll! 
Mach. O pretty, pretty Poll. 


Polly. And are you as fond as ever, my Dear? 

Mach. Suſpe& my Honour, my Courage, ſuſpe& any thing 
but my Love. — May my Piſtols miſs Fire, and my Mare ſlip 
her Shoulder while I am put ſu'd, if I ever forſake thee! 

Polly. Nay, my Dear, I have no Reaſon to doubt you, for 


I find in the Romance you lent me, none of the great Heroes 


were ever falſe in Love. 


AIR 
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Al. The BEGGAR's OPERA. +: 
AIR XV. P ray, Fair One, be kind 


WH g 


AN we 
. 


＋ 2 X 
y + Mach, | My Heart was ſo free, 
825 It roꝛ'd like the Bee, 


'Till Polly my Paſſion requited; 
1 ripe each Fler, 
I chang'd eu'ry Hour, 
ONE Bat here ev'ry Flower is united. 
Poly. Were you ſentenc'd to Tranſportation, ſure, my 
Dear, you could not leave me behind you — could you? 
Mach. Is there any Power, any Force that could tear me 
from thee? You might ſooner tear a Penſion out of the Hands 
of a Courtier, a Fee from a Lawyer, a pretty Woman from a 
Looking-glaſs, or any Woman from Qzadrille. — But to tear 
me from thee is impoffible!? 


AIRXVI. Over the Hills and far away. 


6—— 


Were I laid on Greenland's Coaſt, 
And in my Arms embrac'd my Laſs; 
Warm amidſt eternal Froſt, 

Too ſoon the Half Year's Night would paſ. Potty. 

| | | OD Olly» 


— 
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ſpeak it? I mutt be torn from thee. We muſt part. 


— —— — 
— —— — 
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Polly. er 1 fold on Indian Soil, NE 7 
Soon as the burning Day was clos'd, = 
I could mack the ſultry Toil, 5 i 
ben on my Chaormer”s Breaſt repol d. by BY 
Mach. And Iuould love you all the Day, 
Polly. Every Night would kiſs and Play, 
Mach. If with me you'd fondly ſtray 
Polly. Over the Hills and far away. 


Polly. Yes, would go with thee. But ob! 1665 malf! f 


Mach. How! Fart! 
Polly. W* muſt, we mult. — My Papa and Mama are ſet a- 
gainſt hs Life. T hey now, even now are in Search after thee. 


They are preparing Evidence 8 aguint thee, Thy Life depends 
upon a Moment. TY 


Al R XVIL. Gin thou wert mine awn thing — | 


„ 
D 1 
oe 
” — . 5 
. 2 * f : 


O what Pain it is to part 
Cau l leave thee, can ] leave thee? 8 
O what Pain it is to part! | ED * 
Can thy Polly ever leave thee? 
But leſt Death my Love ſhould thwart, 
And bring thee to the fatal Cart, rf 
Thus I tear thee from my bleeding Heart! 
Fly hence, and let me leave thee, 
One Kiſs and then -— one Kiſs — begone — farewell. ; 
55 Mach. 


af 


Aal The BEGGAR's OPERA: ag 
Mach. My Hand, my Heart, my Dear, is ſo riveted to 
thine, that I cannot unlooſe my Hold, - ” 
Polly. But my Papa may intercept thee, and then I ſhould loſe 
the very glimmering of Hope. A few Weeks, perhaps, may 
- reconcile us all, Shall thy Polly hear from thee ? _ 
Mach. Muſt I then go? )) 
Polly. And will not Abſence change your Love? 
Mach. If you doubt it, let me ſtay — and be hang'd. 
Polly. O how 1 fear! how I tremble! — Go — but when 
© Safety will give you leave, you will be ſure to ſee me again; 
for *ull then Po/ly is wretched... i Sr 0 


; AIR XVIII. O the Broom, c. 


B 5 8 Fu, Cam! „ 8 
A ＋＋—— — IE 
f —— 
| Mach. The Miſer thus a Shilling ſees, [Parting, and looking back 
4 | Which be's oblig 4 to pay, 0 ER e with fond- 
: With S1ghs reſigns it by degrees, 2 nk gr hes Door, 
1 And fears 214 Cone for aye. | | 1, 
Polly. The Boy, thus, when his Sparrows flown, 
[ The Bird in Silence eyes; BE Wes 
| But ſoon as out of Sight tis gone, | 
ö U bines, whimpers, ſobs and cries. 
Go Se 
oe 
8 401 
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ACT U. SCENE I 
A Tavern near Newgate. 


Jeminy Twitcher, Crook-finger'd Jack, Wat Dreary, 
Robin of Bagſhot, Nimming Ned, Henry Pading- 
ton, Matt of the Mint, Ben Budge, and the reſt of 


the Gang, at the 7. able, With Wine, Brandy and To- 
bacco. 


Ben. FN UT pr zie Matt, what is beconie of thy Brother 
B Tom? I have not ſeen him ſince my Return from 
Tranſportation. 

Matt. Poor Brother Tom had an Accident this time Twelve 
month, and ſo clever a made Fellow he was, that I could not 
ſave him from thoſe fleaing Raſcals the Surgeons; and now, 
poor Man, he is among the Otamys at Surgeon's Hall. 

Ben. So it ſeems, his Time was come. 

Jem. But the preſent Time is ours, and no Body alive hath 
more. Why are the Laws levell'd at us? are we more diſho- 
eſt than the reft of Mankind? What we win, Gentlemen, is 

our own by the Law of Arms; and the Right of Conqueſt, 

 _ Crook. Where ſhall we find ſuch another Set of practical 
Philoſophers, who to a Man are above the Fear of Death? 

Hat. Sound Men, and true! 

Kobin. Of try'd Courage, and indefatigable Induſtry! 

Ned. Who is there here that would not dye for his H riend? 

Harry. Who is there here that would Veiter him for his 
Intereſt? 

Mat, Show me a Gang of Courtiers that can ſay as much. 

Bex. We are for a jult Partition of the World, for every 
Man hath a Right to enjoy Life. 

Mat. We retrench the Superfluities of Mankind. The World 
is avaritious, and I hate Avarice. A covetous fellow, like a 
Iack-daw, ſteals what he was never made to enjoy, for the 
ſake of hiding it. Theſe are the Robbers of Mankind, for Mo- 
ney was made for the Free-hearted and Generous, and where 


is the Injury of taking from another, what he hath not the 
Heart to make uſe of e 


8 


Jem. 
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leaſt Marks of Avarice or e 


Act n. The BEGGAR's OPERA 25 


Jem. Our ſeveral Stations for the Day are fixt. Good luc! 
defend us al, " Fill the Gen. o leck 


AIR XIX. F ill ev'ry Glaſs, Ge. 
TINY bs 981818 E * 11 


Matt. Fill ev'ry Glaſs, for Wine inſpires as, 
- MN: 
With Conrage, Love and Foy. 
omen and Wine ſhould Life employ. 
I there onght elſe on Earth deſiroas? 
Chorus. Fill ev'ry Glaſs, &c. 


—— 


— ”= 


. 
DE To them enter Macheath 
Mach. Gentlemen, well met. My Heart hath been with you 


this Hour; but an unexpected Affair hath detain'd me. No 
Ceremony, I beg you. f 


Matt. We were juſt breaking up to go upon Duty. Am J 


to have the Honour of taking the Air with you, Sir, this Eve- 
ning upon the Heath? I drink a Dram now and then wich the 
Stage-Coachmen in the way of Friendſhip and Intelligence; and 
I know that about this Time there will be Paſſengers upon tte 
Weſtern Road, who are worth ſpeaking with. _ 


but 


Mach. I was to have been of that Party 
Mate. But what, 8c? 5 
Mach. Is there any man who ſuſpects my Courage? 
Matt. We have all been witneſſes of it. 
Mach. My Honour and Truth to the Gang? 
Matt. Ell be anfwerable-for it. I | 
Mach. In the Divition of our Booty, have I ever ſhown the 


Matt. 


5 — —— — 
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Matt. By theſe Queſtions ſomething ſeems to have ruffled 
you. Are any of us ſuſpected? 4208 


_ Mart. Let as take the Road. 


Mach. I bave a fixt Confidence, Gentlemen, in you all, as 


Men of Honour, and as ſuch I value and reſpe& you. Peachum 


is a Man that is uſeful to us. . 
Matt. Is he about to play us any foul Play? Ill ſhoot him 


through the Head. 


Mach. I beg you, Gentlemen, act with Conduct and Diſ- 
cretion. A Piſtol is your laſt reſort. | CAGE 
Matr. He knows nothing of this Meeting. 


Mach. Buſineſs cannot go on without him, He is a Man 


who knows the World, and is a neceſſary Agent to us. We 
have had a ſlight Difference, and till it is accommodated I ſhall 
be oblig'd to keep out of his way. Any private Diſpute of 


mine ſhall be of no ill conſequence to. my Friends. You muſt 


continue to act under his Direction, for the moment we break 
looſe from him, our Gang is ruin'd. | its. 

Matt. As a Bawd to a Whore, I grant you, he is to us of 
great Convenience. | 


Mach. Make him believe I have quitted the Gang, which 


I can never do but with Life. At our private Quarters I will 


continue to meet you. A Week or ſo will probably recon- 


Cile us. | | 
Matt. Your Inſtructions ſhall. be obſerv'd. *Tis now high 
time for us to repair to our ſeveral Duties ; ſo till the Evening 
at our Quarters in Moor-fieldt we bid you farewell. 
Mach. I ſhall wiſh my ſelf with you. Succeſs attend you. 
| | [Sits down melancholy at the Table. 


 AIRXX. March in Rinaldo, with Drums and Trumpets. 


Hark! I bear the ſound of Coaches! 
Toe hour of Attack approaches, a SET 
To yoar Arms, brave Boys, and load. Jes 
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Act Il. The BEGGAR's OPERA, 27 
| | See the Ball I bold! 928 
Let the Chymiſts toil like Aſſe * 

Our Fire their Fire ſurpaſſes, 


1 And turns all our Lead to Gold. 

8 [The Gang, rang'd in the Front of the Stage, load their 

4 * Piſtols, and ſtick them under their Girdles; then go 
off ſinging the firſt Part in Chorus, 

S CHNYE MM | 155 

| Macheath, Drawer. 

Mach. What a Fool is a fond Wench! Polly is moſt con- 
foundedly bit. — 1 love the Sex. And a Man who loves Mo— 
ney, might as well be contented with one Guinea, as I with 
one Woman. The Town perhaps hath been as much oblig'd 
to me, for recruiting it with free-hearted Ladies, as to any Re- 
cruiting Officer in the Army. If it were not for us and the 
other Gentlemen of the Sword, Drary-Laxe would be unin- 

+  habited. Sas 
þ AR XXI. Would you have a Young Virgin, Ec: 
| 
z | {If the Heart of a Man is depreſt with Cares, 
The Miſt is diſpelPd when a Woman appears; 
Like the Notes of a Fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly 
Raiſes the Spirits, and charms our Ears, 
Roſes and Lilies her Cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe Lips are more ſweet than thoſe, 
ö N E 2 / ; Preſi 


28 The BEGGAR* OPERA. 40 l. 
Preſi ber, 

Careſ} her 

With Bliſſes, 

Hier Kiſſes | 
Diſſolve us in Pleaſure, and ſoft Repoſe. 

I muſt have Women. There is nothing unbends the Mind like 
them. Money is not ſo ſtrong a Cordial for the Time. Drawer 


—— | Exzter Drawer.] Is the Porter gone for all the Ladies 
according to my directions? | 


Draw. I expect him back every Minute. But you know, 
Sir, you ſent him as far as Hockley in the Hole, for three of the 


Ladies, for one in Yizegar-Yard, and forthe reſt of them ſome- 


where about Lewkner's Lane. Sure ſome of them are below, 


for 1 hear the Barr Bell. As they come 1 will ſhow them up. 
Coming, Coming. | 


— 


— 


SCENE IV. 


Macheath, Mrs. Coaxer, Dolly Trull, Mrs. Vixen, Betty 


Doxy, Jenny Diver, Mrs, Slammekin, Suky Tawery, 
2 and Molly Braren. ON 


Mach. Dear Mrs. Coaxer, you are welcome. You look 
charmingly to-day. I hope you don't want the Repairs of 
Quality, and lay on Paint. --- Dolly Trulll kiſs me, you Slut; are 
you us amorous as ever, Huſſy? You are always fo taken u 
with ſtealing Hearts, that you don't allow) your ſelf Time to 
ſteal any thing elſe. — Ah Dolly, thou wilt ever be a Co- 
quette! —--—— Mrs. 7/:xez, I'm yours, I alwayslov'd a Wo- 
man of Wir and Spirit; they make charming Miſtreſſes, but 
plaguy Wives. Betty Doxy! Come hither, Huſſy. Do 
you drink as hard as ever? You had better flick to good 
waholefome Beer; for in troth, Betty, Strong-Waters will in 


ime ruin your Conſtitution. You ſhould leave thoſe to your | 


Betters. 


What! and my pretty Jeuuy Diver too! Ag 


prim and demure as ever! There is not any Prude, though e- 
ver to high bred, hath a more ſanctify'd Look, with a more miſ- 


chievous Hrart. Ah! thou art a dear artful Hypocrite. 
Mrs. Slammexia! as carclefs and genteel as ever! all you fine 
Ladies, O know your own Beauty, affect an Undreſs. 
Bat fee, here's Sky Tawdry come to contradict what I was 
ſ2yivg. Every thing ſhe gets one way ſhe Jays ont upon her 


Back, Why, Sziy, you muſt keep at leaſt a dozen Tally- 


men. oily Brazen! | She kifjes him.] That's well done. bf 
5 | £ | love 


| 
| 
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love a free-hearted Wench. Thou haſt a moſt agreeable Aſ- 
ſurance, Girl, and art as willing as a Turtle. 


But hark! 


I-hear mufick. The Harper is at the Door. If Muſick be the 
Food of Love, play on. Ere you ſeat your ſelves, Ladies, What 
think you of a Dance? Come in. [Euter Harper.) Piay the 

French Tune, that Mrs. Slammekin was ſo fond off. 


[Dance a la ronde in the French Manner; 1 
End of it this Song and Chorus. ; aear the 


AIR XXII. Cotillon. 


Touth's the Seaſon made for Foys, 
Love is then our Duty, 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her Beauty. 
Let's be gay, 
While we may, 
Beauty's a Flower, deſpis'd in decay. 
Jouth's the Seaſon &c. 
Let ns drink and ſport to-day, 
Durs is not to-morrow. _ 
Love with Youth flies ſtuiſt away, 
Age 1s nought but Sorrow. 
Dance aud ſing, 
Time's on the Wing, . 
N Lie never knows the return of Spring. 
Chorus. Let xs drin &c. e 5 : 
Mach. Now, pray Ladies, take your Places. Here Fellow 
[ Pays the Hlarper.] Bid the Drawer bring us more Wine. 
[ Ex. Harper.) If any of the Ladies chuſe Ginn, I hope they 
will be fo free to call for it. 5 . 
Jenny. You look as if you meant me. Wine is ſtrong e- 
nough for me. Indeed, Sir, I never drink Strong- Waters, but 
when I have the Cholic. 
Mach. Juſt the Excuſe of the fine Ladies! Why, a Lady of 
uality is never without the Cholic. I hope, Mrs. Coaxer, you 
have had good Succeſs of late in your Viſits among the Mer- 
cers. 3 | Crax, 


— 


* 
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ſtry, one may ſtill have a little Picking. I carried a filver 
flower'd Luteſtring, and a Piece of black Padeſoy to Mr, 
Peachum's Lock but laſt Week. | 
Fix. There's Molly Brazen hath the Ogle of a Rattle-Snake. 
She rivetied a Linen-draper's Eye ſo faſt upon her, that he 
was nick'd of three Pieces of Cambric before he could look off. 
Braz. Oh dear Madam! Bur ſure nothing can come 
up to your handling of Laces! And then you have ſuch a 
ſweet deluding Tongue! To cheat a Man is nothing; but the 
Woman mult have fine Parts indeed who cheats a Woman! 


_ of your Friends. 


Coax: We have ſo many Interlopers —— Yet with Indu- 


LVix. Lace, Madam, lyes in a ſmall Compaſs, and is of 
- eaſy Conveyance, But you are apt, Madam, to think too well 


| Coax. If any Woman hath more Art than another, to be 
C ſure, *iis Jenny Diver. Though her Fellow be never ſo a- 
| greeable, ſhe can pick his Pocket as coolly, as if Money were 
F her only Pleaſure. Now that is a Command of the Paſlions 
N uncommon in a Woman! 1 ED 

I Jenny. | never go to the Tavern with a Man, but in the 
I} View of Buſineſs. I have other Hours, and other ſort of Men 
i for my Pleaſure. But had I your Addreſs, Madam 
i Mach. Have done with your Compliments, Ladies; and 
y drink about: You are not o fond of me, Jeuny, as you uſe 
. to be. «F = 9 . 
1 Jenny. Tis not convenient, Sit, to ſhow my Fondneſs a- 
I! mong ſo many Rivals. *Tis your own Choice, and not the 
1 warmth of my Inclination that will determine you. 

in AIR XXIII. All in a miſty Morning, Sc. 

itt | 

1 

PB | 

14 

(| Tt 

j l! | - 

J |  Befare the Barn-door crowing, 

| | | The Cock by Hens attended, 

"vg 5 88 His Eyes around him throwing, - 
hl | Stands fer a while ſuſpended. They 
„ 1 

it 1 
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tion; *twas only in the way of Converſation. 
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Then One he ſingles from the Crew, 
And cheers the happy Hen; 
With how do you do, and how do you do, 
Aud how do you do again. 
Mach. Ah Jenny! thou art a dear Slut. 
Zrull. Pray, Madam, were you ever in keeping? 


Tua 1 hope, Madam, I ha'nt ers fo tong upon the 
Town, but I have met with ſome good Fortune as well as my 


Neighbours. EY | 
Trull. Pardon me, Madam, I meant no harm by the Que- 


Tawd. Indeed, Madam, if I had not been a Fool, I might 


have liv'd very handfomely with my laſt Friend. Bat upon 
his miſſing five Guineas, he turn'd me off. Now I never ſu- 
{pected he had counted them. 5 . 


Slam. Who do you hook upon, Madam, as your belt ſort of 


A „ Wd ig | 
Trull. That, Madam, is thereafter as they be. 
Slam. I, Madam, was once kept by a Few; and bating their 


Religion, to Women they are a good ſort of People. 


Taud. Now for my part, I own I like an old Fellow: for 


we always make them pay for what they can't do. 
VLix. A ſpruce Prentice, let me tell you, Ladies, is no ill 
thing, they bleed freely. I have ſent at leaſt two or three do- 


zen of them in my time to the Plantations. . 
Jen. But to be ſure, Sir, with ſo much good Fortune as you 


have had upon the Road, you muſt be grown immenſely rich. 
Mach. The Road, indeed, hath done me juſtice, but the 


Like Gypſies, if once they can finger a Souſe, 
Tour Pockets they pick, and they pilfer your Houſe, 
And give your Eſtate to a Stranger. A 
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32 The BEGGAR's OPERA. Aer fl. 
A Man of Courage ſhould never put any Thing to the Riſque 
but his Life. Theſe are the Tools of a Man of Honour. Cards 
and Dice are only fit for cowardly Cheats, who prey upon their 
Friends. 

[She takes up his Piſtol. Tawdry tales up the other. 

Tawd, I his, Sir, is fitter for your Hand. Beſides your Loſs 


of Money, *tis a Loſs to the Ladies. Gaming takes you off 


from Women. How fond could I be of you! but before 
Company, 'tis ill bred. _ 
Mach. Wanton Huſſies! 
Jen. I muſt and will, have a Kiſs to give my Wine a zeſt. 
[They take him about the Neck, and make J1gns 10 Peachum 
nd e rot who ruſh in upon him. 


8 2 E NE V. 


To them, Peachum aud Con aòles. 
Peach. I ſeize you, Sir, as my Priſoner. 


Mach. Was this well done, Feany? — Women are De- 


coy Ducks; who can truſt them! Beaſts, Jades, Jilts, Har- 
Pies, Furies, Whores! 


Peach, Your Caſe, Mr. Macheath, is not particu] ar, The 


greateſt Heroes have been tuin'd by Women. But, te do them 
jultice, I muſt own they are a pretty ſort of (cures, it We 


could truſt them. You muſt now, Sir, tes your leave of 
the Ladies, and if they have a Mind i make you a Viſit, the FF. - 


will be ſare to find you at hene Th Geuilewan, La , 
lodges in Neugate. e wgit upon the 8 to as 
Lodgings. * 

AIR XXV. When firſt I laid Siege to mv Chloris, Ge. 


* 


4 -S © * 


Mac. At the Tree ? ſpall ſuffer with oleaſare; 
Ait the Tree I Hall ſuffer with ae, 
Let me go where I will, 

In all kinds of Ill. 


kl gel Hina 20 ſuch Faries as theſe are. 


— 


Peach, 
e 
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Peach. Ladies, Ill take care the Reckoning ſhallbe diſcharg'd. 
N IEx. Macheath, gaarded with Peachum and Conſtablet. 


nn. 
The Women remain. 


Viæ. Look ye, Mrs. Jeuny, though Mr. Peacham may have 
made a private Bargain with you and Szky Zawary for betray- 
ing the Captain, as we were all aſſiſting, we ought all to ſhare 
alike. VVV | 1 
Coax. I think Mr. Peachum, after ſo long an acquaintance, 
might have truſted me as well as Jenny Diver. e 
Slam. I am ſute at leaſt three Men of his hanging, and in a 
Year's time too, (if he did me juſtice) ſhould be ſet down to 
my account. TT . 5 
Trull. Mrs. Slammekis, that is not fair. For you know one 
of them was taken in Bed with me. 5 
Jenny. As far as a Bowl of Punch ora Treat, I believe Mrs. 
SzRky will join with me.----- As for any thing elſe, Ladies, you 


cannot in conſcience expect it. 
„Sam. Dear Madam ----- - 
. Frull. | would not for the World . 
Slam. Tis impoſſible for me Z 15 
Trull. As I hope to be ſav'd, Madam 
Slam. Nay, then I muſt ſtay here all Night ----- 


Trail. yince you command me, xe. with great Ceremony. 


—_— 
— — 


SCENE VII. Newer. 


Lockit, Tirnkeys, Mackheath, Conſtables. 
Lock. Noble Captain, you are welco! 


ome. Yoa have not deen 
a Lodger of mine this Year and half. You know the caſtom, 


Sir. Garniſh, Captain, Garniſh, - Hand me down thoſe Fetters 
. e 
Mach. Thoſe, Mr, Lockit, ſeem to be the heavieſt of the 
whole ſett. With your leave, I ſhould like the ſurther pair 
better. 5 1 e 1 
Lock. Look ye, Captain, we know what is fitteſt for our 
Priſoners. When a Gentlemen uſes me with Civility, I always 
do the beſt | can to pleaſe him. ------ Hand them down I ſay.--- 
We have them of all Prices, from one Guinea to ten, and 'tis 
fitting every Gentleman ſhould pleaſe himſelf. 
8 By Mach, 


* q r 0 NE TIO 
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Mach. I underſtand you, Sir. [Gives Money.]; (The Fees 
here are ſo many, and ſo exorbitant, that few Fortunes can 


bear the Expence of getting off handſomly, or of dying like 
a Gentleman. . . 


Lock. Thoſe, I ſee, will fit the Captain better.. 


Take down the further Pair. Do but examine them, Sir. 
Never was better work. ----- How genteelly they are made! 
They will fit as eaſy as a Glove, and the niceſt Man in En- 
gland might not be aſham'd to wear them. | He puts on the 


Chains.) If I had the beſt Gentleman in the Land in my Cu-. 


ſtody I could not equip him more handſomly. And ſo, Sir ---- 
I now leave you to your private Meditations. 


— 


Fn 


— 


— = — 


SCENE. VII. 
Macheath. 


AIR XXVI. Covrtiers, Courtiers think it no harm, &. 


1 LAS. | ; F | 
ROT Mo — | 
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Man may eſcape from Rope and Gun, 
Nay, ſome have out-liv'd the Doctor's Pill; 
Who takes a Woman maſt be undone, 
That Baſilisk is ſure 16 kill. - 
The Fly that fips Treacle is loft in the Sweets, 
So he that taſtes Woman, Woman, Woman, 
He that taftes Woman, Ruin meets. 


To what a woful plight have I brought my ſelf! Here muſt 
I (all day long, till I am hang'd) be confin'd to hear the Re 
proaches of a Wench who lays her Ruin at my Door. ---------- 
I am in the Cuſtody of her Father, and to be ſure if he knows 
of the matter, I ſhall have a fine time on't betwixt this and my 
Execution. ------ But I promis'd the Wench Marriage. ------- 
What ſignifies a Promiſe to a Woman? Does not Man in 
Marriage itſelf promiſe a hundred things that he never means 
to perform ? Do all we can, Women will believe us; for they 
look upon a Promiſe as an Excuſe for following their own 


Inclinations.----- But here comes Lacy, and | cannot get from 


her - ----- Wou'd 1 were deaf! SCENE 
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6 — a — | _— . | I — My 5 
1 Macheath, Lucy. 


Tucy. You baſe Man you, ----- how can you look me in 
the Face after what hath paſt between us? ----- See here, per- 
fidious Wretch, how I am forc'd to bear about the load of 
Infamy you have laid upon me —- O Macheath! thou haſt 
'  robb'd me of my Quiet -----to ſee thee tortur'd would give me 
pleaſure, * „ e 


AIR. XXVII. A lovely Laſs to a Friar came, c. 


* r — —— —— — 


Thus when a good Huſwiſe ſees a Rat 
In her Trap in the Morning taken, 
With pleaſure her Heart goes pit a pat, 
In Revenge for her loſs of Bacon. 

1 Then ſhe throws him 

N To the Dog or Cat, 

1 To be werried, cruſh'd and ſhaken. N 

} Mac. Have you no Bowels, no Tenderneſs, my dear Lacy, 

to ſee a Husband in theſe Circumſtances ? 8 e 

5 Lucy. AjHusband! : OE eps 

| Mac. In ev'ry reſpe& but the Form, and that, my Dear, may 
be ſaid over us at any time.----- Friends ſhould not inſiſt upon 


| Ceremonies. From a Man of Honour, his Word is as good as 
his Bond. | | 


Lacy. 'Tis the Pleaſure of all you fine Men to inſult the 
Women you have ruin'd. 


AIR 
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AIR XXVIIL *'Twas when 


g Se. 


* 


the Sea was roarin 


— 
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How cruel are the Traytors, 
l bo lve and ſwear in jeſt, 

To cheat unguarded Creatures 

Of Virtue, Fame, and Reſt! 

I hoe ver ſteals a Shilliag, 

Through Shame the Guilt conceals: 

In Love the perjur'd Villain 
_ With Boaſis the Theft reveals. 
Mac. The very firſt Opportunity, my Dear, (have but Pati- 
ence) you ſhall be my Wife in whatever manner you pleaſe. 

Lucy. Inſinuating Monſter! And ſo you think I know no- 


8 
* 


thing of the Affair of Miſs Polly Peacham. ------ I could tear 


— 
. 


thy Eyes out! 


Mac. Sure Lacy, you can't be ſuch a Fool as to be jealous 


of Poly! 5 
Lucy. Are you not married to her, you Brute, you? 


Mac. Married! Very good. The Wench gives it out only 


to vex thee, and to ruin me in thy good Opinion. Tis true, 


I go to the Houſe; I chat with the Girl, J kiſs her, I ſay a 


thouſand things to her (as all Gentiemen do) that mean no- 
thing, to divert my ſelf; and. now the filly Jade hath ſet it 


about that I am married to her, to let me know what ſhe. 
would be at. Indeed, my dear Lacy, theſe violent Paſſions 


may be of ill conſequence to a Woman in your condition. 
Lucy. Come, come, Captain, for all your Aſſurance, you 


know that Miſs Polly hath put it out of your power to do 


me the Juſtice you promis'd me. 


Mar. A jealous Woman believes ev'ry thing her Paſſion 


ſuggeſts. To convince you of my Sincerity, if we can find 


the Ordinary, I ſhall have no Scruples of making you my 


Wite ; and I know the conſequence of having two at a Vw: 
| . | | HCY, 


r 
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Lacy. That you are only to be hang'd, and ſo get rid of 
? them both. | | 1 1 ONE 
Mac. lam ready, my dear Lucy, to give you ſatisfaction ---- 


if you think there is any in Marriage. ----- What can a Man 
of Honour ſay more:? WE wr | ; —— 
Lucy. So then it ſeems, you are not married to Miſs 
a You know, Lacy, the Girl is prodigiouſly conceited. 
No Man can fay a civil thing to her, but (like other fine 
Ladies) her Vanity makes her think he's her own for ever and 
eva 


AI R XXIX. The Sun had loos'd his weary Teams, &c. 


— 


; W . — ee Hug * < 
13 LL. * * | 


| The firſt time at the Looking-glaſs 
i | . The Mother ſets her Daughter, 
þ The Image ſlrikes the ſmiling Laſs 
| Mitb Self-love ever after. | 
Each time ſhe looks, fhe, fonder grown, 
Thinks ev'ry Charm grows ſtronger. 
But alas, vain Maid, all Eyes but your own 
Can ſee you are not younger, 355 
When Women conſider their own Beauties, they are all alike. 
unrcaſonable in their demands; for they expect their Lovers 
mould like them as long as they like themſelves. | mu 
Lucy. Yonder is my Father ----- perhaps this way we may 
light upon the Ordinary, who ſhall try if you will be as good 
| as your Word, -----For I long to be made an honeſt Woman. 


2 


* 


Bo Doo SCENE Keutn 
2 Peachum, Lockit with an Account-Buok., 
Lock. In this laſt Affair, Brother Peacham, we are agreed. 
You have conſented to go halves in Macheath, _ 
Peach. We ſhall never fall out about an Execution. -------- 
Batas to that Article, pray how ſtands our laſt Year's account? 


Lock. 


—_— 


„ 


_ 


— — 
2 — 
* 


— 
—— ere 


e 2 22155 Ge 

— — ——— 14 ĩ ö” “ — — — — 

— A ˙·1 ¹.1m ͤ˙¹. en nr Ee I ITT — — 
Ae 1 _ 


WE r 
—. — — 
2 = — — 9 ln £6 wo of 
bs * — 5 1 7 
— 7” eo Rue 
I : 


— 
m + © a 0c 
4 —- 


- fn 9 an. \ 1 
— - - Lf == — 
3 r — — 
Py 2 - 2 
* 
r 


— — 
3 


— — 


— — 


When you cenſure the Age, 
| Be cautious and ſage, 
Leſt the Courtiers offended ſhould be: 

If you mention Vice or Bribe, . 

is ſo pat to all the Tribe . - 

Each crys ----- That was levell'd at me. | — 
Peach. Here's poor Ned Clincher's Name, I ſee. Sure, Bro- 

ther Lochit, there was a little unfair proceeding in Ned's caſe: 


for he told me in the Condemn'd Hold, that for Value receiv'd, 
Jou had promis'd him a Seſſion or two longer without Mo- 
leſtation. 8 5 | 
Lock. Mr. Peachum, —This is the firſt time my Honour 
Was ever call'd in Queſtion, „ . 
Peach. Buſineſs is at an end if once we act diſhonourably.. 
Lock. Who accuſes me? | | 
Peach. You are warm, Brother. # 


Lock. He that attacks my Honour, attacks my Livelihood. 
And this Uſage — Sir——is not to be born. 
| Peach. 
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Peach. Since you provoke me to ſpeak ] muſt tell you 
too, that Mrs. Coaxer charges you with defrauding her of her 
Information-Money, for the apprehending of curl-pated Hugh. 
Indeed, indeed, Brother, we muſt punctually pay our Spies, or 
we ſhall have no Information. ag | 
Lock. Is this Language to me, Sirrah——who have ſav'd you 

from the Gallows, Sirrah! _ | [Collaring each other. 

Peach. If I am hang'd, it ſhall be for ridding the World of an 
arrant Raſcal. 5 5 TEST | 
Lock. This Hand fhall do the office of the Halter you de- 
| ſerve, and throtile you=—you Dog! — | | 
Peach. Brother, Brother. We are both in the Wrong — 
We ſhall be both Loſers in the Diſpute——for you know we 
have it in our Power to hang each other. You ſhould not be 
ſo paſſionate. | = | . 

Lock. Nor you ſo provoking. 1 3 

Peach. Tis our mutual Intereſt; 'tis for the Intereſt of the 


World we ſhould agree. If 1 ſaid any thing, Brother, to the 


Prejudice of your Character, I ask pardon, my 
Lock. Brother Peachum — l can forgive as well as reſent. 
Give me your Hand, Suſpicion does not become a Friend. 
Peach. I only meant to give you occaſion to juſtifie your- 
ſelf: But I muſt now ſtep home, for I expect the Gentleman 
about this Snuff. box, that F:/ch nimm'd two Nights ago in the 
Park. I appointed him at this hour. 25 


—— — . _—_— 
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SCENE XL 


| Lockit, Lucy. 

Loch. Whence come you, Huſſy? | 

Lacy. My Tears might anſwer that Queſtion. 
Lock. You have then been whimpering and fondling, like 2 
Spaniel, over the Fellow that hath abus'd you. 3 
Lucy. One can't help Love; one can't cure it. Tis not in 
my Power to obey you, and hate him. 5 
Lock. Learn to bear your Husband's Death like a reaſonable 
Woman. *T'is not the faſhion, now-a-days, ſo much as to 
affect Sorrow upon theſe Occaſions, No Woman would ever 
marry, if ſhe had not the Chance of Mortality for a Releaſe. 
Act like a Woman of Spirit, Huſſy, and thank your Father 
for what he is doing. 5 


— 


AIR 


I c 


AIR XXXI. Of a noble Race was Sbenbin. 


"I 


— — 
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Lucy. I's then bis Fate decreed, Sir? 
Such a Mau can I think of quitting ? 

When firſt we met, ſo moves me yet, 

0 ſee how my Heart is ſplitting! 


Lock. Look ye, Lucy — There is no ſaving him. — . E 
think, you mult ev'n do like other Widows ——Buy your ſelf. 

" 'W eellt, and ve cneerivh, © ond 

AIR XXXII. 

' . 5 


You'll think ere many Days enſue 
This Sentence not ſevere, 
T hang your Husband, Child, "tis true, 
But with him hang your Care. 
 Twang dang dillo dee. 5 
Like a good Wife, go moan over your dying Husband, That, 


by getting all you can from him. 
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Child, is your Duty — Conſider, Girl, you can't have the Man 
and the Money roo——ſo make yourſelf as eaſy as you can, 


SCENE 
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SCENE XII. 


Lucy, Machcath. 


| Lacy. Though the Ordinary was out of the way to-day, I. 
hope, my Dear, you will, upon the fir it opportuuity, quiet my 
Scruples——Oh Sir !—my Father's hard Heart is not to be 


Toften'd, and I am in the utmoſt Deſpair. 


Mac. But if I could raiſe a ſmall Sum Would not twe n 
ty Guineas, think you, move him? — Of all the Arguments 


in the way of Buſineſs, the Perquiſi'e is the molt prevailing. -- 


Your Father's Perquilites for the Eſcape of Prifoncrs muſt a- 
mount to a conſiderable Sum in the Year. Money well tim'd, A 


F and properly apply'd, will do any thing. 


AIR XXXIII. London Ladies. 


. | | 5 
— Ls . — 
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If you at an Office ſolicit your Dae, 
And would not have Matters neglected; 
N muſt quicken the Clerk with the Perquiſ te too, 
To do what his Duty directed. 
Or would you the Frowns of a Lady prevent, 
Sbe too has this palpable Failing, 
The Perquifzte ſoftens her into C onſent; 
That Reaſon with all is prevailing. 


Lucy. What Love or Money can do ſhall be done: for all 
* Seen tt depends upon you: Safe 
W SCENE 
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SCENE XIII. 
Lucy, Macheath, Polly. 


Polly. Where is my dear Husband ? — Was a Rope ever in- 
tended for this Neck !-—OQ let me throw my Arms about it, 


and throttle thee with Love! Why doſt thou tarn away 


from me?——Tis thy Polly — ' Tis thy Wife. 5 
Mac. Was ever ſuch an unfortunate Raſcal as I am! 
Lucy. Was there ever ſuch another Villain! 


Polly. O Macheath! was it for this we parted? Taken! Im- 


priſon'd! Try'd! Hang'd! — cruel Reflection! Pl ſtay with 
thee 'till Death — no Force ſhall tear thy dear Wife from thee 
now. What means my Love? Not one kind Word! not 


one kind Look! think what thy Polly ſuffers to ſee thee in this 
Condition. VF | 
AIR XXXIV. All in the Downs, Qs. 
nn SS BET — 
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Thus when the Swallow, ſeeting Prey, 
Within the Saſh is cloſely pent, 
His Conſort, with bemuaning Lay, 
Without fits pining for th Event. ' 
Her chatt'ring Lovers all around her Aim; 
She he eds them not (poor Bird!) ber SouP s with him. 


Mac. 1 muſt difown her. [Afide.] The Wench is diſtracted. 


Lacy. Am T then bilk'd of my Virtue? Can I have no Repa- 


ration ? Sure Men were born to lye, and Women to believe 


them! O Villain! Villain! 

Polly. Am I not thy Wife? — Thy Negle& of me, thy A- 
verſion to me too ſeverely proves it. — Look on me, — Tell 
me, am I not thy Wife? Lucy, 
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Taacy. Perfidious Wretch! i 
1 Polly. Barbarous Husband! 3 | 
Tacy. Hadſt thou been hang'd five Months ago, I had been | 
WT 1 [ 
| Polly. And I too——If you had been kind to me till Death, = 
| | it would not have vex'd me — And that's no very unreaſona- 9 
ble Requeſt, (though from a Wife) to a Man who hath not above "I . 
t, ſeven or eight Days to live. | = F 
Y | Lucy. Art thou then married to another? Haſt thou two i 
Wives, Monſter? 5 | 
| Mac. If Women's Tongues can ceaſe for an Anſwer —» 3 
den e.. . | j 
3 Lo I won't. ——Fleſh and Blood can't bear my Uſage. 1 
n | Polly. Shall I not claim my own? Juſtice bids me ſpeak. 1 
4 . A IR XXXV. Have you heard of a frolickſome Ditty, tf. 
s — — KI 18 — — HR 
i — — þ-— —_ 1 i 
= |þ 
ES | 
„ . ” 
— | . Mac. How happy could I be with either, 
1 Were other dear Charmer auay! 


But while you thus teaze me together, 
o neither a Word will I ſay; 
: But tol de rol, &c. 


Polly. Sure, my Dear, there ought to be ſome Preference 

ſhown to a Wife! At leaſt ſhe may claim the Appearance of 

it. He muſt be diſtracted with his Misfortunes, or he could 

not uſe me thus! 1 C 
Lacy. O Villain, Villain! thou haſt deceiv'd me I could 

4, even inform againſt thee with Pleaſure. Not a Prude wiſhes 

2= | more heartily to have Facts againſt her intimate Acquaintance, 

e than I now wiſh to have Facts againſt thee. I would have her 


©  SaiisfaQion, and they ſhould all out. 
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AIX X XV. Iriſh Trot. 
1 


P ly. Tm bubbled. 

Lucy. - - - = Tn bubbled 

Polly. Oh how I am troubled! 

Lucy. Bambouzled, and , | 
Polly: = = = = My Diſtreſſes are doubled. © 
Lucy. When you come to the Tree, ſhould the Hangman refuſe, 


Theſe Fingers, with Pleaſure, could faſten the Nooſe. 


Polly. Pu babbled, &c: 


Mac. Be pacified, my dear Lucy —-This is all a Fetch of 
Polly's, to make me deſperate with you in caſe I get off. If I 
am hang'd, ſhe would fain have the Credit of being thought my 
Widow -----Really, Polly, this is no time for a Diſpute of this 
ſort; for whenever you are talking of Marriage, I am thinking 
of Hangiug. 

Poll. And haſt thou the Heart to peri & in diſowning me? 

Mac. And haſt thou the Heart to perſiſt in perſuading me 
that I am married ? Way, Polly, doit thou ſeek to aggravate 


my Misfortunes ? 


Lucy. Really, Miſs Peachum, you bur expoſe your ſelf. Be- 
ſides, 'tis barbarous in you to worry a Gentleman in his 9 


cumſtances. 


AIR 


EA nad oe; 
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Polly. Ceaſe your ' Funning ;, 
Force or Cunning © 
Newer ſhall my Heart trapan 
All theſe Salltes 
Are but Malice | 
To ſeduce my «©: »/tant Man. 
"Tis moſt certain, = 
By their flirting 
omen off! have Envy ſpoꝛun: 
 Pleas'd, to ruin 
Others wooing ; | 
Never happy in their own! 


Polly. Decency, Madam, methinks might teach you ro be- 


| have yourſelf with ſome Reſerve with the Husband, while his 


Wife is preſent. Gs 
Mac. But ſeriouſly, Polly, this is carrying the joke a little 
too far. I . 5 | 

Lacy. If you are determin'd, Madam, to raife a Piſturbance 
in the Priſon, I ſhall be oblig'd to ſend for the Hurnkey to 


ſhow you the Door. I am ſorry, Madam, you force me to 
be lo ill-brec. | | | 88 | | 


Polly. Give me leave to tell you, Madam; Theſe forward 
Airs don't become you in the leaſt, Madam. And my Du y, 
Madam, obliges me to ſlay with my Husband, Madam. 
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A I R XXXVIII. Good - morrow, Goſſip Joan. 


Lucy. My how now, Madam Flirt?. 
F you thus muſt chatter; 
And are for flinging Dirt, 
Lei 2. who beſt can ſpatter; | 
NEE Madam F litt. 
Polly. Why how nom, ſaucy Fades 
Sare the Wench is Tipſy! 


| How can you ſee me made [To him. 


. The Sea of ſuch a Gipſy? 
1 Jade [To her. 


F 
Lucy, Macheath, Polly, Peachum. 


Peach. Where's my a ? Ah Huſly! Huſly! . Come 


you home, you Slut; and when your Fellow is hang'd, hang 


yourſelf, to make your Family ſome amends. 
Polly. 


ſpeak ; 1 have more to ſay to him----- Oh! twiſt thy Fetters a- 
bout ine, t he may not haul me from thee! 

Peach, Sure all Women are alike! If ever they commit the 
Folly, they are ſure to commit another by expoſi or themſelves-— 


Away----- Not a Word morg You are my riſoner now, 
Huſſy. 


AIR 
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Dear, dear Father, do not tear me from him Imuſt 
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AIR XXXIX. try Howl. 
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Polly. No Power on Earth can &er divide 
| The Knot that Sacred Love hath ty'd. 
N When Parents draw agaiuſt our Aliud, 
| | | The True · love s Knot they faſter PO | 

0h, oh ray, oh Amborah---- ob, oh, Ke. 

EL [Holding Macheath, Pan bie pulling her. 


— N — > - 


— 
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SCENE XV. 
Lucy, Macheath. 


Mac. I am naturally compaſſionate, Wife; fo that I could 
not uſe the Wench as ſhe deſerv'd; which made you at fir lu 
ſped there was ſomething in what the ſaid. 
Lucy. Indeed, my Dear, I was (ſtrangely puzzled. 
Mac. If that had been the Caſe, her Father would never hove 
brought me into this Circumttanc ce. No, Lucy, -- I had ta- 
. ther dye than be falſe to thee. 
| Lucy. How happy am l, if you ſay this from your Heart! 
For I love thee fo, that I could ſooner bear to fee thee hang'd : 
than in the Arms of another. 
Mac. But could(t thou bear to fee me hang'd? 
Lucy. O Macheath, I can never live to ſre that Day. 
Mac. You ſee, Lucy; in the Account of Love you are in 


a 


2 — 2 — 


my debt, and you muſt now be convinc'd, that I railier chuſe 
J to die than be anOther's,----- Make me, if poſſible, love thce 
8 more, and let me owe my Life to thec. if you refuſe to a- 
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iq lt me, Peachum and your Father will immediately put me be. 


d all means of Eſcape. 
Lucy. My Father, I know, hath been drinking hard with the 


Priſoners: 25 [ fancy. he is now taking his Nap in his own 
Rovin---- If I can procure the Keys, ſhall I go off with thee, 


my Dear? 
Mac, If we are together, 'twil! be impoſſible to lie conceal'd. 


As fon as the Search begins to be a little cool, [ will ſend to ” 


thee---- ? Til} then my Heart is thy Priſoner. 
Lacy. Come then, my dear Husband- - owe thy Liſe to 


mec and though you love me not be grateful---- But that 
Pity runs ir, my Head ſtrangely. 


NF... 


Mac. A Moment of rim= may make us unhappy for- ever. 


LER XL. The Laſs of Parie $ Mill, bee 
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Luey. [ like the Fox all grieve, 


Whoſe Mate hath left her fide, 
hon. Hounds, from Morn to Eve, 
Chaſe ver the Country wide. 

Where can my Lover hide? 
PWhere cheat the wary Pack? 

If Love be not his Guide, 
He never will come back! 


„„ 
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ACT ID. SCENE I 


SCEN F Newgate, EP 


Lockit, Lucy. 


O be ſure, Wench, you muſt have been aiding ane 
abetting to help him to this Eſcape. 


may be burnt! 


Lock. Keep your Temper, Lucy, or I ſhall pronounce you 


guilty. 
Lucy. Keep yours, Sir,--- I do wiſh I may be burnt. 1 do--: 
And whai can [ ſay more to convince you ? 


Lock. Did he tip handſomely ?---- How much did he come 
down with? Come Huſſy, don't cheat your Father; and I ſhall 
not be angry with you-- - Perhaps, you have made a better Bar- 


Lucy. Sir, here hath been Peacham and his 
Daughter Polly, and to be ſure they know the Ways of New- 
Late as Well as if they had been born and bred in the Place all 

their Lives. Wy muſt all your Suſpicion light upon me? 
Lock, Lucy, Each, | will have none of theſe ſhuffling An- 
. ſwers. 

Lucy. Well then If [ know any Thing of him I wiſh 1 


gain with him than J could have done How much, my good 


Girl? 
Lacy. You know, Sir, I am fond of him, and would have 
given Money to have kept him with me. 


Lock. Ah Lacy! thy Education might have put thee more 


upon thy Guard; for a Girl in the Bar of an Ale-houſe is al- 
ways . 

Lucy. Dear Sir, mention not my Educaiion for tas to 
that I owe my Ruin. " 


AIR 
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AIR XLI. If Love's a ſweet Paſſion, c. 
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When young at the Bar you firſt taught me to ſcore, 
| Aud bid me be free of my Lips, and no more; 
I was kiſs'd by the Parſon, the Squire, and the Sot. 
When the Gueſt was departed, the Kiſs was forgot. 
But his Kiſs was ſo ſweet, and ſo cloſely be preſt, 
That I languiſb'd and pin'd "till I granted the reſt. 
If you can forgive me, Sir, I will make a fair Confeſſion, for 
to be ſure he hath been a moſt barbarous Villain to me. : 
Lock. And fo you have let him eſcape, Huſly---- Have you? 
Lucy. When a Woman loves; a kind Look, a tender Word 
ean perſuade her to any thing And I could ask no other Bribe. 
Lock. Thou wilt always be a vulgar Slut, Lacy. If you 
would not be look'd upon as a Fool, you ſhould never do a- 
ny thing but upon the Foot of Intereſt. Thoſe that a& other- 


. — 
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Wiſe are their own Bubbles. F N 
Lucy. But Love, Sir, is a Misfortune that may happen to 
the moſt diſcreet Woman, and in Love we are all Fools a- 
like .- Notwithſtanding all he ſwore, I am now fully con- 
vinc'd that Polly Peachum is actually his Wife. - Did I let 
him eſcape, (Fool that I was!) to go to her? . Polly will 
 wheedle herſelf into his Money, and then Peachum will hang 
him, and cheat us both. LEST n 
Lock. So I am to be ruin'd, becauſe, forſooth, you muſt 
be in Love! ----- a very pretty Excuſe! * ® 
Lucy. | could murder that impudent happy Strumpet : ----- I 
gave him his Lite, and that Creature enjoys the Sweets of it.---- 
Ungrateful Macheais! AIR 


9 3 
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My Love is all Madneſs and Folly, 
| Alone I lie, | | 


Toſs, tumble, and cory, 
What a happy Creatare is Polly! 
Was &er ſuch a Wretchas I! 
With Rage I redden like Scarlet, 
That my dear inconſtant Varlet, 
Stark blind to my Charms, 5 
Is loft in the Arms . os 
Of that Filt, that inveigling Harlet! 
Start blind to my Charms, 
Js loſt in the Arms i 
Of that Filt, that inveigling Harlot ! 
This, this my Reſentment alarms. 
Lock. And fo, after all this Miſchief, I muſt ſtay here to be 
entertain'd with your catterwauling, Miſtreſs Puſs ! - --- Out of 


my Sight, wanton Strumpet ! you ſhall faſt and mortify your- 


ſelf into Reaſon, with now and then a little handſome Diſci- 
pline tO bring you to your Senſes. Go. 7 


SCENE II. 
25 1 Lockit. 

Peac hum then intends to outwit me in this Affair; but I' 
be even with him, ---- The Dog is leaky in his Liquor, ſo I'll 


Ply him that way, get the Secret from him, and turn this as 


5s The BEGGAR's OPERA. Ae III. 
fair to my own Advantage. Lions, Wolves, and Vultures 

don't live together in Herds, Droves or Flocks. ----- Of all A- 
nimals of Prey, Man is the only ſociable one. Every one of 
us preys upon his Neighbour, and yet we herd together. 
Peachum is my Companion, my Friend - According to the 
Cuſtom of the World, indeed, he may quote thouſands of Pre- 
cedents for cheating me And ſhall not I make uſe of the 
Privilege of F riendſhip to make him a Return? 


AIR XLII. Packington's Pound. 


Thus 8 N in  Friendfoip are found, 
Though they know that their Induſtry all is a Cheat; 
They flock zo their Prey at the Dice-Box's Sound, 

And join to promote one another's Decett. 

But if by miſhap 

They fail of a Chap, © FR 
To keep in their Hands, they each other entrap. | 
| Like Pikes, lank with Hanger, who miſs of their Erd 
8 They bite their C ompanions, and prey on their Friends. 


Now, Peachum, you and I, like honeſt Tradeſinen, are to 
have a fair Trial which of us two can over-reach the other. ---- 


Lucy. | Enter Lucy. ] Are there any of Peachum's People 
now in the Houſe? 


Lucy. Filch, Sir, is drinking a Quattern of Strong- Water: 
in the next Room with Black Moll. | 


Lock, Bid him come to me. 


hs tC SO 


N Day 8 


SCENE 


Ae I. The BEGGAR's OPERA. 53 
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like a ſhotten Herring. 


» 


— 


SCENE III. 
Lockit, Filch. 
Lock. Why, Boy, thou lookeſt as if thou wert half ſtary'd : 


, 


Filch. One had need have the Conſtitution of a Horſe to go 


thorough the Buſineſs. ----- Since the favourite Child-getter was 
diſabled by a Mis-hap, I have pick'd up a little Money by help- 
ing the Ladies to a Pregnancy againſt their being called down to 
Sentence. ------ But if a Man cannot get an honeſt Livelihood 


any eaſier way, J am ſure, tis what I can't undertake for ano- 
ther Seſſion. Fe Pane Ig 
Lock. Truly, if that great Man ſhould tip off, *twould be an 


irreparable Loſs. The Vigor and Proweſs of a Knight-Errant 
never ſav'd half the Ladies in Diſtreſs that he hath done. 
But, Boy, can'ft thou tell me where thy Maſter is to be found? 


_ Filch. At his * Lock, Sir, at the Crvoked Billet. 
Lock. Very well. ---I have nothing more with you. [ Ex. Filch. 


P11 go to him there, for I have many important Affairs to - 
tle with him; and in the way of thoſe Tranſactions, Þ 11 artful- 
- 1y get into his Secret. So that Macheath ſhall not remain a 


Day longer out of my Clutches. 


— 


SCENE IV. 4 Gamier-Houſe, 


Macheath in a ſine tarni/Þ'd Coat, Ben Budge, Matt of 


; the Mint. 


Mac. I am ſorry, Gentlemen, the Road was ſo barren of 


Money. When my Friends are in Difficulties, I am always 


glad that my Fortune can be ſerviceable to them. [Gives them 
| Mowey.) You ſee, Gentlemen, I am not a meer Court Friend, 
Who profeſſes every thing and will do nothing. | 


* A Cant Word, ſignifying, a Warehouſe where ſtolen Goods ate depoſitedy 
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AIR XLIV. Lillibullero. 


The Modes f the Court fo common are grown,” 
That a true Friend can hardly be met; 


Friendſhip for Intereſt is but a Loan, 
Which they let ont for what they can get. 
"Tis true, you fins 

l Some Friends ſo kind, 
Who will give you good C canſel themſelves to defend, 
I13 forrowful Ditty, 

| They promiſe, they pity, . 
But ſhift you for Money, from Friend to Friend 


But we, Gentlemen, have ſtill Honour enough to break throngh 
the Corruptions of the World. — And while I can ſerve you, 
you may command me. 

Ben. It grieves my Heart that fo generous a Man ſhon1d be - 
involv'd in fuch Difficulties, as oblige him to live with ſuch ill 
Company, and herd with Gameſters. 

Matt. See the Partiality of Mankind! — One Man may Neal 
a Horſe, better than another look over a Hedge — Of all Me- 
chanics, of all ſervile Handycrafts-men, a Gameſter is the vi- 
leſt. But yet, as many of the Quality are of the Profeſſion, he 
is admitted amongſt the politeſt Company. I wonder we are 
not more reſpected. 

Mach. There will be deep Play to-night at Marybone, and 
_ conſequently Money may be pick'd up upon the Road. Meet 
me there, and l' give you the Hint who is worth Setting. 
Matt. The Fellow with a brown Coat with a narrow Gold 
Binding, I am told, is never without Money. 

Mach. Whafdo you mean, Mart? — Sure you w' n not think 
of meddling with him ! — He' $A good honeſt kind of a Felt 7 
and one of us, 

Ben. 
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Heads. 
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Ben. To be ſure, Sir, we will put our ſelves under your Di- 


rection. = | 


Mach. Have an Eye upon the Money-Lenders. — A Roxlean, 


or two, would prove a pretty fort of an Expedition. I hate Ex- 
tortion. | 


Matt. Thofe Nouleaus are very pretty Things. —— | hate 
your Bank Bills. — There is ſuch a Hazard in putting them 
oft. 1 1 


Mach. There is a certain Man of Diſtinction, who in his 


Time hath nick'd me out of a great deal of the Ready. He 


is in my Caſh, Ben; —ÞIl point him out to you this Even- 


ing, and you ſhall draw upon him for the Debt. — The Com- 
pany are met; I hear the Dice box in the other Room. So, 
Gentlemen, your Servant. You'll meet me at Maryboue. 


—__——_ 


5 C E N E V. Peachum's Lock. 
"ROS with Wine, Brandy, P ipes and Tobacco, 


55 Peachum, Lockit. 
Lock. The Coronation Account, Brother Peachum, is of ſo 


intricate a Nature, that I believe it will never be ſettled. 


Peach. It conſiſts indeed of a great Variety of Articles. — It 
was worth to our People, in Fees of different Kinds, above ten 
Inſtalments. — This is part of the Account, Brother, that lies 
open before us. EE i TD a. 

Lock. A Lady's Tail of rich Brocade — that, I ſee, is diſ- 


pos'd of. 


Peach. To Mrs. Diana Trapes, the Tally-woman, and ſhe 
will make a good Hand on't in Shoes and Slippers, to trick 


out young Ladies, upon their going into Keeping. — 


Lock. But I don't ſee any Article of the Jewels. 
Peach. Thoſe are ſo well known, that they. muſt be ſent 


abroad —— You'll find them enter'd under the Article of 


Exportation. — As for the Snuft-Boxes, Watches, Swords, 
c. I thought it beſt to enter them under their feveral 


Lock. Seven and twenty Women's Pockets compleat; with 
the ſeveral things therein contain'd ; all Seal'd, Number'd, and 
enter d. VVV 5 
Peach. But, Brother, it is impoſſible for us now to enter up- 
on this Affair. — We ſhould have the whole Day before us. — 
Beſides, the Account of the laſt Half Year's Plate is in a Book 


y it (elf, which lies at the other Office, 
Lock. 
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6 The BEGGAR's OPERA. A0 lll 
Lock. Bring us then more Liquor. — To-day hall be for 


Pleaſure Ho- mortow for Buſineſs. — Ah Brother, thoſe 


Daughters of ours are two ſlippery Huffies — Keep a watch- 
ful Eye upon Polly, and Macheath in a Day or two ſhall be our 


” {vv — 
2 — ——— 


Own again. 


A'1 R XLV. Down in the North Country, TY | 


2 
8 
— — 
N e — — — — 5 
2 — 
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Lock. What Gadgeons are we Men! 
Ee'ry Woman's eaſy Prey. 
Though we have felt the Hook, agen 
„Mae bite and they betray. 


The Bird that hath been trapt, | oy 
When he hears his calling Mate, 
To her he flies, again he's clapt 
_ Within the wiry Grate. 
Peach. But what ſignifies catching the Bird, if your Daugh- 
ter Lucy will ſet open the Door of the Cage? 


Lock. If Men were anſwerable for the Follies and Frailties 
of their Wives and Daughters, no Friends could keep a good 


_ Correſpondence together for two Days. — This is unkind of 
you, Brother; for among good Friends, what they ſay or do 


goes for nothing. 


9 Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Sir, here's Mrs. Diana Trapes wants to ſpeak with 


vou. | 


Peach. Shall we admit her, Brother Lockit ? 
Lock. By all means — She's a good Cuſtomer, and a fine; 


| fpoken Woman — And a Woman who drinks and talks ſo 
freely, will enliven the Converſation. 


Peach. Deſire her to walk in. © [Exit Servant, 


8282 8 
scENE 
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or — 1 —— 2 3 | — — — 8 — 
13 4 8. CEN E VI. 4 
0 Peachum, Lockit, Mrs. Trapes. | - 
Peach. Dear Mrs. Dye, your Servant — One may know by i 
. your Kiſs, that your Ginn is excellent. 4 
: Trapes. | was always very curious in my Liquors. [| 
; Lock. There is no perfum'd Breath like it — ] have been | 
long acquainted with the Flavour of thoſe Lips — Han't I, * 
3 Mrs. Dye . ; | . | | 1 
Trapes. Fill it up. — ] take as large Draughts of Liquor, as * 
A P heir. opt oo, Work | 
I did of Love. — IJ hate a Flincher in either. | —_ 
AIR XLVI. A Shepherd kept Sheep, c. [ 
4 . 5 6 = ö 

ö — 4 "3 . G 

| * F 

9 


| Like a Sparrow at all times was ready for Love, fa, la, la, &c. 
' The Life of all Mortals in Kiſſing ſhould paſs, 5 
| dip to Lip while we're young — then the Lip to the Glaſs, fa, &c- 


But now, Mr. Peacham, to our Bufineſs. — If you have Blacks 
of any kind, brought in of late ; Mantoes — Velvet Scarfs — 
Petticoats — Let it be what it will — I am your Chap — for 

all my Ladies are very fond of Mourning. 9 60 
Peach. Why, look ye, Mrs. Dye — you deal fo hard with 

us, that we can afford to give the een who ventute their 

Lives for the Goods, little or nothing. 
Trapes. The hard Times oblige me to go very near in my 
Dealing. — To be ſure, of late Years I have been a great Suf- 
ferer by the Parliament. — Three thouſand Pounds would 
hardly make me amends. — The Act for deſtroying the Mint, 
Was a ſeyere Cut upon our Buſineſs— Till then, if a Cu- 
Es ſtomer 


— — _ . 
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58 The BEGGAR's OPERA. Act IIl. 
ſtomer ſtept out of the way — we knew where to have her — 
No doubt you know Mrs. Coaxer — there's a Wench now 
(till to-day) with a good Suit of Cloaths of mine upon her 


Back, and I could never ſet Eyes upon her for three Months 
together. — Since the Act too againſt Iippriſonment for ſmall 


Sums, my Loſs there too hath been very conſiderable, and it 


muſt be fo, when a Lady can borrow a handſome Petticoat, or 
a Clean Gown, and I not have the leaſt Hank upon her! And, 
Oo my Conſcience, now-a-days moſt Ladies take a Delight in 
cheating, when they can do it with Safety. 


Peach. Madam, you had a handſome Gold Watch of us t'o- 


ther Day for ſeven Guineas. —— Conſidering we muſt have 
our Profit ——— To a Gentleman upon the Road, a Gold 
Watch will be ſcarce worth the taking. „ 
Tray. Conſider, Mr. Peachum, that Watch was remark- 
able, and not of very ſaſe Sale. — If you have a- 
ny black Velvet Scarfs —— they are a handſome Winter- 
wear; and take with moſt Gentlemen who deal with my Cu- 
ſtomers. — 'Tis I that put the Ladies upon a good Foot. 
*Tis not Youth or Beauty that fixes their Price. The Gentle- 
men always pay according to their Dreſs, from half a Crown 


to two Guineas; and yet thoſe Huſſies make nothing of bilk- 
ing of me. ——— Then too, allowirg for Accidents. — 1 
| have eleven fine Cuſtomers now down under the Surgeon's | 
Hands, — what with Fees and other Eypences, there are great 


Goings-out, and no Comings-in, and not a Farthing to pay for 
at leaſt a Month's cloathing. 


great Riſques indeed. | 
Peach. As I remember, you ſaid ſomething juſt now of 
Mrs. Coaxer.  _ 


— 


Trap. Ves, Sir. ———— To be ſure I ſtript her of a Suit of 


my own Cloaths about two hours ago; and have left her as 
ſhe ſhould be, In her Shift, with a Lover of hers at my Houſe. 


She call'd him up Stairs, as he was going to Marybone in a 


Hackney Coach. —— And hope, for her own ſake and mine, 


ſhe will perſwade the Captain to redeem her, for the Captain 


is very generous to the Ladies. 
Lock. What Captain? Cf Ta 
Trap. He thought Idid not know him — An intimate Ac- 
quaintauce of yours, Mr. Peacham —— Only Captain Mac- 
_ heath --—- as fine as a Lord. 


Peach. Tomorrow, dear Mrs. Dye, you ſhall ſet your own 


Price upon any of the Goods you like —— We have at leaſt 
half a di-zen Velvet Scarſs, and all at your ſervice. Will you 
give me leave to make you a Preſent of this Suit of Night- 
cloaths for your own wearing? — But ate you lure it is Cap- 
_ tain Macheath? | | 


We run great Riſque 


rap. 


« 
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Act Il. The BEGGAR's OPERA. 39 
Trap. Though he thinks I have forgot him; no Body knows 
him better. I have taken a great deal of the Captain's Mo- 
ney in my Time at ſecond-hand, for he always lov'd to have 
his Ladies well dreſt, as 5 
Peach, Mr. Lockit and I have a little buſineſs with the Cap- 
tain; — You underſtand me — and we will ſatisfy you for 
Mrs. Coaxer Debt. | * Co 
_ Lock. Depend upon it — we will deal like Men of Honour. 
Trap. | d mt enquire after your Aﬀairs —- {> whatever 
happens, I waſh my Hands on't. -- It hath always been my 
Maxim, that one Friend ſhould aſſiſt another -— But if you 


pleaſe - — l'll take one of the Scarfs home with me. Lis al- 


ways good to have ſomething in Hand. 


TY 


— Eos * 
2 — 
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5 SCENE VII. Newgate 
Tr”. PT 


Jealoufy, Rage, Love and Fear ate at once tearing me to 


pieces. How I am weather-beaten and ſhatier'd with dittrefſes! 


AIR XLVII. One Evening, having loſt my Way, c. 


I IRE 1 
! | L 
te 
EY „ . 
a r 
A 8 3 WEIS Th 
- Wd: E = 
— 1 
\ < 
2 — 2 2 2— > * 
7 ns age = E 28. 2 
— 1 A = | 


Pra like a Skiff on the Ocean toſt, 

Nou high, now low, with each Billny born, 

With her Rudder broke, and her Anchor loſt, 

Deſerted and ail forlorn. . 
While thus I lye rolling and toſſing all Night, 
That Polly hes ſporting on Seas of Delight | + 

Revenge, Revenge, Revenge, | 
Shall appeaſe my reſtleſs Sprite. 
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6 The BEGGAR's OPERA. Act III. 
| Thave the Rats-bane ready. — I run no Riſque; for I can lay 
her Death upon the Ginn, and ſo many dye of that naturally 
that I ſhall never be call'd in Queſtion, — But ſay, I were to 
be hang'd —— I never could be hang'd for any thing that would 
give me greater Comfort, than the poyſoning that Slut. 
ff 8 3 

Filch. Madam, here's our Miſs Polly come to wait upon you. 
Lucy. Show her in. „„ „ 


— 


SCENE VIII. 
3 Lucy, Polly. . 
Lucy. Dear Madam, your Servant. — I hope you will par- 
don my Paſſion, when I was ſo happy to ſee you laſt. —TI 


was ſo over-run with the Spleen, that I was perfectly out of 
my ſelf. And really. when one hath the Spleen, every thing 


AIR XLVIII. Now Roger, I'll tell thee, becauſe thou'rt my Son. 


il 
N 
4 


HC — — 
When a Wife's in her Pout, 

(As ſhe's ſometimes, no doubt ;) 

The good Husband as meek as a Lamb, 
Her Vaponrs to ſtill, | 
Firſt grants her her Mill, 

And the quieting Draught is a Dram. 
Poor Man! And the quieting Draught is a Dram. 


r 


I hope, Madam, you will excuſe me. PR 
Lucy. Not the greateſt Lady in the Land could have better 


9 


SS A1 


AAU. The BEGGAR's OPERA. 6 


I wiſh all our Quarrels might have ſo comfortable a Re- 


conciliation. ; 
Polly. I have no Excuſe for my own Behaviour, Madam, but 


my Misfortunes. — And really, Madam, I ſuffer too upon 


your Account. Ty 3 1 RR 
Lucy. But, Miſs Polly — in the way of Friendſhip, will 
you give me leave to propoſe a Glaſs of Cordial to you? 
Polly. Strong-Waters are apt to give me the Head-ache— 


in her Cloſet, for her own private drinking. — You ſeem 


mighty low in Spirits, my Dear. 


olly. I am forry, Madam, my Health will not allow me 
to accept of your Offer. — I ſhould not have left you in the 
rude Manner I did when we met laſt, Madam, had not my 
Papa haul'd me away ſo unexpectedly — I was indeed ſome- 


what provok'd, and perhaps might uſe ſome Expreſſions that 


were diſreſpe&ful. — But really, Madam, the Captain treated 
me with ſo much Contempt and Cruelty, that 1 deſerv'd your 
Pity, rather than your Reſentment, oo 

Lacy. But fince his Eſcape, no doubt all Matters are made 


up again. —— Ah Polly! Polly ! 'tis I am the unhappy Wife; 


and he loves you as if you were only his Miſtreſs. 


| Polly. Sure, Madam, you cannot think me ſo happy as to 
be the Object of your Jealouſy. —— A Man is always a- 


fraid of a Woman who loves him too well — ſo that I muſt 
expect to be neglected and avoided. „ 
Lucy. Then our Caſes, my dear Polly, are exactly alike. 


Both of us indeed have been too fond. 
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AR XLIX. OBeſly Bell. 185 
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Polly, A Curſe ee IN Woman s Love, 
: Who alumys would be pleaſing. 
Lucy. The Perineſi of the billing Dove, 
Lie tickling, is but teaziug. 

Polly. What then in Love can Woman 47 
Lucy. F we grow fond they ſpun us. 
Polly. Aud when we fly them, they purſue: 
Lucy But leave us when they ve won #1, 


Lucy. Lore is ſo very whimſical in both Sexes, that it is 


impoſſible to be laſting.  -- But my Heart is particular, and 


contradicts my own Obſervation. _ 
Polin. But really, Miſtreſs Lucy, by his laſt Behaviour, I think 


T ought to envy you. -— When was forc'd from him, he did 


not ſhew the leaſt On" "mM perhaps, he hath a Hears 


nat capable of it. 


AIR 


z m. The BECG AR's OPERA. 


AI R L. Would Fate to me Belinda vie. 


Among he Men, Coguets we Bod 

bo Court by turns all Woman-kind; 
And we grant all their Hearts defi OF, 
When they are flatter d, and aar, 4 


 Husband is one of thoſe. 


Lucy, Away with theſe melancholy Reffections, — indeed, 
my dear Polly, we are both of us a Cup too low, — Let me 


- prevail upon you, to accept of my Offer. 
„„ I + - * LOS, ſweet Laſs. 


* - 2 | 5 * — 
oO 12 2 . — . — 5 
gr. an 
— 
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The Coquets of both Sexes are Self- lex vers, and that is a Love 
no other whatever can diſp. ſlels. * fear, my dear Loc, our 


Lets + 


fr," 


Come, ſweet Laſs, 
Let's baniſh Sorrow 
"Till To-morrow ; 
Come, ſweet Laſs, 
Let's take a hirping Glaſs. 
&4 


- ——_—— 


4 i, a 


— — 2 P - 3 
r 
#- 4 * 


1 
"4 

v 
* 
ts 
254 
: Ka 
\ 
3 
N 
pt 
4 
id 
: 
J 
41 
4 

U 
7 


— ——— — rn. + = == : = 
—Y — mn — = — * oe 


— 


n * 
— _ oF Pay S 4 l _ — * 
4 * — — — — — NF 2 — 
* 5 — 2 4 2 — > a - orgs 8 — - — — 5 — 2 ” 1 3 
* , — — 2 — d r <7 2 „ rr 2 2 — : ws — wm — KS 2. 7 
— a — - —— — — * cf * - ID W nas . = * - < — - Wa 3 - 
2 3 I ——— — — — © > > —— p — —— — wa _= — * — 2 2H £ __ 222 en neem >; ESTES 
r r — — — TOI — 8 OR oy ——ů—vi— = 3 TIEN _ — . — — — = — — 
: * 7 » e D Ap * ———— 2 — mt — 2 ES 8 - < = : - ED” <>; 8 - 5 — ” - mg 
— * * 4 — fl 8 N IT . — — NE 8 - - > _ 2 * err — — m * PETS n 
I wo 2 55 e 2 
1 ang - 


— 


- — 
—— - E22 
NS SINN. Kt 


—ů— 
Poe 
— 


The BEGGAR's OPERA, Act III. 
Wine can cler SOL 
The Vapours of Deſpair; 
Aud make us light as Air; 
| Then drint, and baniſh Care, 


I can't bear, Child, to ſee you in ſuch low Spirits. * And 1 


muſt perſuade you to what I know will do you good. — 1 


ſhall now ſoon be even with the hypocritical Strumpet. 
"Tl _ e 


Polly. 


Polly. All this wheedling of Lacy cannot be for nothing. — 


At this time too! when I know fhe hates me! — The Diſſem-⸗ 


bling of a Woman is always the Fore-runner of Miſchief. — 
By pouring Strong- Waters down my Throat, ſhe thinks to pump 


ſome Secrets out of me. — I'll be upon my Guard, and won't 
taſte a Drop of her Liquor, I'm reſolv'd. | 


1 


„„ 


* 


SCENE X. pas 
Lucy, with Strong- Waters. Polly, 


Lucy. Come, Miſs Po. 2 8 
Polly. Indeed, Child, you have given yourſelf trouble to no 


purpoſe.— Vouzmuſt, my Dear, excuſe me. 


Lucy. Really, Miſs Polly, you are ſo ſqueamiſhly affected 
about taking a Cup of Strong-Waters as a Lady before Com- 
pany. I vow, Polly, I ſhall take it monſtrouſly ill if you refuſe 
me. ——- Brandy and Men (though Women love them never 
ſo well) are always taken by us with ſome Relutauce —— 
anleſs tis n pride. 5 
Polly. I proteſt, Madam, it goes againſt me. — What 
do I fee! Macheath again in Cuſtody ! —— Now every glim- 
m'ring of Happineſs is loſt. ee | 
: = [ Drops the Glaſs of Liquor on the Gronud, 
Lucy. Since things are thus, I'm r Wench hath eſcap'd: _ 
for by this Event, *tis plain, ſhe was not happy enough to de- 


ſerye to be poiſon'd. 


SCENE 
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8 0 E N E XI. 
Lockit, Macheath, Peachum, Lucy, Polly. 


Lock, Set your Heart to reſt, Captain. You have neither 
the Chance of Luve or Money for another Eſcape, for 


you are order'd to be call'd down upon your Tryal immediately. 
Peach. Away, Huſſies! 


man is in Chains already. 


Lucy. O Husband, Husband. my Heart long'd to ſee thee; 
but o ſee thee thus diſtracts me! 


Polly. Wili not my dear Husband look upon his Polly > Why 


had ſt thou not flown to me for Protection? with me 100 badit 
„ 5 


AT R Lil. The laſt time l went o'er "ihe Moor: 


a 3 . 


d | — — — — 
Polly. Hilber, dear Husband, turn your Eyes. 
Lucy. Beſtom one Glance to cheer me. 
Polly. Think with that Look, thy Polly dyes. 
57, ICY. -: O ſhan me not — but hear ine. 
Polly. 'Tis Polly ſees. | | 
Luer. *T:is Lucy ſpeaks, 
Polly. . thus true Love requited? 
Lucy. My Heart is A 
Polly. [Mine tos breaks, 
Lacey. Muſt 1 | 
| Polly, | . — aft I be flighted? 


f This is not a time for a Mau 
to be haimper'd with his Wives, —— You ſce, the Gentle- 


i as 5. 
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66 The BEGGAR's OPERA. A m. 


Mach. What would you have me ſay, Ladies? You 


| fee, this Affair will ſoon be at an end, without my diſobliging 


either of you. 


Peach. But the ſettling this Point, Captain, might prevent 4 | 


Law-ſvit between your two Widows. 


AIR LIII. Tom Tinker”s my true Love. 


Mach. Which way ſball I turn me —— How can I decide? 
Wives, the Day of our Death, are as fond as a Bride. 
One Wife is too much for moſt Husbands to hear, 
But two at a time there's no Mortal can bear. 
This way, and that way, and which way I will, 
What would comfort the one, Pother Wife would rake ill. 


Polly. But if his own Misfortunes have made him inſenſibleto 
mine A Father ſure will be more compaſſionate —— 
Dear, dear Sir, fink the material Evidence, and bring him off 
at his Tryal - Polly upon her Knees begs it of Jou. 


AIR 


AIR LIV. I am 2 poor Shepherd undone. 


u ben my Hero in Court appears, 
And ſtauds arraign d for his Liſe; 
Then think of poor Polly' Tears; 
For Ab ! Poor Polly*s bis Wife. 
| Like the Sailor he holds up his Hand, 
Diſtreſt on the daſhing Wave. 
To die a dry Death at Land, 
I at badasa watry Grave. 
And alas, poor Polly! 
 Alack, and well-a-day! 
Before I was in Love, 


+ 0h! every Month was May. 


Lacy. If Peacbum's Heart is harden'd”; ſure you, Sir, will 
have more Compaſſion on a Daughter. | know the 


Evidence is in your Power, —— How then can you be 2 
Tyrant to me? 


[ Kneeling, 


AIR 


48 The BEGGAR's OPERA. Ad In. 
A I R LV. Iautbe the lovely, He. 5 


J. 


ft 
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When he holds up his Hand arraigu d for his Life, 

O think of your Daughter, and think Im his Wife! 
What are Canons, or Bombs, or claſhing of Swords ? 
For Death is more certain by Witneſſes Words, © 
Then nail up their Lips; that dread Thunder allay; 
And each Month of my Life will hereafter be May. 


Lock. Macheath's time is come, Lacy. We know 
our own Affairs, therefore let us have no more Whimpeting 
or Whining, 5 e 


AIR LVI. A Cobler there was, c. 


Our ſelves, like the Great, to ſecure a Retreat, 3 
When Matters require it, muſt give up our Gang: 
And good reaſon why, . b 
Or, inſtead of the Fry, 
Ev'# Peachum and J, | Like 
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Like poor petty Raſcals, might harg, bang ; 
Like poor petty Raſcals, might hang. 


Peach. Set your Heart at reſt, Polly. - Your Husband 


js to dye to-day. - Therefore, if you are not already pro- 


vided, tis high time to look about for another. There's Com 
fort for you, you Slut. 


Lock. We are ready, Sir, to conduct you to the old Baily. 
AIR LVII. Bonny Dundee. 


— 


— * 


2 


F r 
Mach. The Charge is prepar'd; the Lawyers are met, 
The Judges all rang d (a terrible Show ! ) 
T go, undiſmay'd. — For Death is a Debt, 
A Debt on demand, — — So, take what I owe. 
Then farewell, my Love — Dear Charmers, adieu. 
Contented I die ———*T1s the better for you, 
Here ends all Diſpnte the reſt of our Lives, 


For this way at once I pleaſe all my Wives. 


Now, Gentlemen, I am ready tO attend you. 


IF "Uo 
— 


8 


SCENE XI 
Lucy, Polly, Filch. 


Polly. Follow them, Filch, to the Court. And when the 
Tryal is over, bring me a particular Account of his Behaviour, 
and of every thing that happen'd. — Yow'll find mehere with 
Miſs Lacy. [Ex. Filch.] But why is all this Muſick? 
Lucy. ThePriſoners, whoſe Tryals are put off till nexiSeffion, 
are diverting themſelves. Ke. 

Polly. Snrether- is nothing ſo charming as Muſick! I'm fond 
of it to diſtraction! — But alas! now, all Mirtt 

| i leems 
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ſe ems an Iniuli upon my Affliction. — Let us retire, ny Gear 


Lacy, and indulge our Sorrows. — The noily Crew you 
ſee, ate coimug upon us. LEæeuus. 


A Dance of e in ; Chaine, &c. 


—_ S IR 


S GENE XI. 

The Condemm'd Hold. 
Macheath, in a melancholy Poſture. 
AIR LVIII. Happy Groves. 


SWWEN * | - eee 

3 . r e * 
1 | CC” T3 h 

O cruel, cruel, cruel Caſe! 


Maſt I offer this Diſgrace? 


AIR LIX. Of all the Girls that are 0 ſmart, 
"Þy — 


o 


VVV 
Of all the Friends in time of Grief, 

When threatning Death looks grimmer, 

Not one ſo ſure can bring Relief, a 

As this beſt Friend, a Brimmer. Drinks. 


AlI R LX. Britons ſtrike home. 


18 . ＋ e — 
Since I muſt ſwing, — I Fern, I ſcorn to wince or whine. [Riſes. 


. Chevy Chaſe. 


1 N 


But now again my Spirits fi 7 uk ; 
TU raiſe them high with ine, LOrinke: a Glaſs of Wine. 
AIR 


At Ill. The BEGGAR' OPERA. 
AIR LXII. To old Sir Simon the King. 


| = « — 
— — 
e i R 
Hut Valour the ſtronger grows, . 
The ſtronger Liquor we're drinking, 1 5 8 
And how can we feel our Woes, 5 
ben we ve loſt the Trouble of Thinking ? LDrinks. 
AIR LXIIII. Joy to great Ceſar. 


If thus ——— A Mas can die = 
Much bolder with Brandy. [ Pours out a Bumper of Brandy. 
AIR LXIV. There was an old Woman. 


=== = 
So I drink off this Bumper. —— And now I can fland the Teſt. 
And my Comrades ſhall ſee, that I die as brave as the Beſt. 
oe di eg V [ [Drinks 
A I R LXV. Did you ever hear of a gallant Sailor. 
EEE 


ow 7 of F eee, 
- 


4 


But can ] leave my pretty Huſſies, 
Without one Tear, or tender Sigh ? 


IR 
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AIR LXVI. Why are mine e Eyes (til) flowing. 


"OY IR. uot cen. DM 44 


— 


”- 


8 — 
* Their Eyes, their Lips, their Buſes 
Kecall my Love. ——— Ab muſt I die! 


AIR EX VI. Green Sleeves. 


Since Laws were made for ev'ry Degree, 
To curb Vice in others, as well as me, 
I wonder we han't better Company, 
Upon T'yburn Tree! 

But Gold from Law can take out the Stiug; 
And if rich Men like as were to ſwing, 
"Twou'd thin the Land, ſuch Numbers to fring 

Upon Tyburn Tree ! 


je 
Failor. Some Friends of yours, Captain, deſi te to be admitted. 
— I leave you together. 


_—_ 2 


S CEN E XIV. 
| Macheath, Ben Budge, Mat of the Mint. 


Mach. For my having broke Friſon, you ſee, Gentlemen, I 
| am order'd immediate Execution. — The Sheriffs Officers, 
I believe, are now at the Door. That Jemmy T witcher 
ſhould peach me, I own 3 me! — 'Tis a plain Proof 
that the World is all aiike, and that even our Gang can no 
more truit one another than other People. Therefore, | beg 
you, Gentlemen, look well to yourſelves, for in all probabi- 
lity you may live ſome Months longer. Mat. 
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Mat. We are heartily ſorry, Captain, for your Misfortune. 
Bat 'tis what we matt all come to. 

Math. Peachuns and Lockiz, you know, are infamous Scoun- 
_ drels. Their Lives are as much in your Power, as yours ars 
in theirs. — Remember your dying Friend! —— *T'is my 
laſt Requeſt. — Bring thoſe Villaias-to the Gallows before 
you; and | am ſatisfied. 

Matt. We'll do't. _ 

Failor. Miſs Polly and Miſs Lncy intreat a Word with you. 

Mach, Gentlemen, adicu. 


1—— — 
— — 1 


SCENE XV. 

| Lucy, Macheath, Polly. £ 

Mach. My dear Lucy My dear Polly ———— Whatfor 
ever hath paſt between us is now at an end. — If you are 
fond of mattying again, the belt Advice I can give j Ou, is to 
Ship yourſelves oft tor the Weſt-Iudlies, where You'll have a 
fair chance of getting a Hausband a- piece; cr by $000 Luck, 
two or three, as you like belt. 

Polly. How can I ſupport this Sight! 


Lacy. There is nothing i moves One ſo much as a great Man 
in Diltreſs: 


A l R LXVIII. Al you that muſt take a Leap, c. 


{ 
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Lucy. Would 1 might be 1 
Polly. - == = 
Lucy. To be hang'd with you, 
Polly: - — =» == 4 Dear, 3 
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See, here they come. 
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Mach. O Leave me to Thought! I fear! 1 doubt! 


I tremble. I Keep! See, my Courage ts out. 


Turns up the empty Bottle. 


Polly. N. token of Love? 
Mach. - - - - - »dJee, my Courage is out. 
3 [Turns up the empty Pot, 


* 


Lucy. No token of Love Ec 
Polly. - - = = = MAaiex. 
Lucy. - - - Farewell. 
Mach. But 121 I hear the Toll of the Bell. 
Chorus. Tol de rel tot, &c. 


Failor, Four Women more, Con, with a Child 2-picce! 

Enter Women and Children. 

fapr Wives more — This is too 
Herstel the Sheriffs Officers I am ready. 

1 Macheath e 


Mach, What 
much. 


* 


1 


— 
* — , * 


80 E N E XVI. 
To them, Enter Player and 8 


Play. But, honeſt Friend, 1 hape you don't intend that Mac- 


beath ſhall be really executed. 

Beg. Moſt certainly, Sir. 
I was for doing ſtrict poetical Juſtice. 
hang'd; and tor the other Perſonages of the Drama, the Au- 


To make the Piece perfect, 


dience muſt have fuppos'd they were all either hang'd or tran- 
ſported. 


Play. Why then, Friend, this is a down-right deep Tragedy. 


The Cataſtrophe i is manifeſtly wrong, for an pers muſt end 


happily. 
Beg. Your Objection, Sir, i is very juſt: and is eaſily remov'd. 


For you muſt allow, that in this kind of Drama, 'iis no matter 
how abſurdly things are brought about — So—— you Rabble 
| there — tun and cry a Reprieve— let the Priſoner be brought 


back to his Wives in Triumph. 


Play. All this we muſt do, to comply with the Taſte of the | 
| Town. 


Beg. Through the whole Piece you may obſerve ſuch a fimi- 
litude of Manners in high and low Life, that it is difficult to de- 


termine whether (in the fafhionable Vices) che fine Gentlemen 


imi- 


Macheath is to be 


7 
e 
- 


5% 
—_— 
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imitate the Gentlemen of the Road, or the Gentlemen of the 
Road the fiue Gentlemen.— Had the Play remain'd, as I at 
firſt intended, it would have carried a moſt excellent Moral. 
*T would have ſhown that the lower Sort of People have their 
Vices in a degree as well as the Rich: And that they are pu- 
niſh'd for them. = 


7 


r 
— 


SCENE XVII. 
To them, Macheath with Rabble, &c. 


Mach. So, it ſeems, I am not left to my Choice, but muſt 
have a Wife at laſt.—— Look ye, my Dears, we will have 
no Controverſy now. Let us give this Day to Mirth, and 1 

am ſure ſhe who thinks herſelf my Wiſe will teſtify her Joy by 
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a Dance. 
All. Come, a Dance — a Dance. 8 
Mach. Ladies, I hope you will give me leave to preſent a 


4 
Partner to each of you. And (if I may without Offence) for 1 
this time, I take Polly for mine.—— And for Life, you Slut, i 
— for we were really marry'd.— As for the reſt. But } 


at preſent keep your own Secret. [To Poly. [ 
A DANCE: 


- — - p —— — 22 _ —— 
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AIR N. Th of Pudding, Se. 
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— 55 W e 1 1 
fie A Ar 3 34. 4 We My 
3 71 has T fland like RE with his Doxies around; 5 
From all Sides their Suna, his Paſſion confound; 
For black, brown, and fair, his Inconſtancy 3 
| Aud the - erent Beauties ſubdue him by turns: 
Each calls forth ber Charms, to provoke his Deſires + 
Though willing to all; wh but one he retires. 
But think of this Mixing, and put off your Sorrow | 
The Wretch of To- day, may be happy To-norrow: 2x 
Chorus. But High of this Maxim, &c. 
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